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TO  THE 

Moft  Illuftrious  Prince, 

JAMES, 

_  t 

Duke  of  Monmouth  and  Bncclugh , 

One  of  Fits  Majejlie’s  moft  Honourable  Trivy  Council,  and 
I\night  of  the  mofl  Noble  Order  of  the  Garter,  dec. 


SJ51, 

TH  E^favourable  Reception  which  your  Ex- 
cellent  Lady  afforded  to  one  of  my  former 
Plays,  has  encouraged  me  to  double  my 
Prefumption ,  in  addreffing  this  to  your 
Grace’s  Patronage.  So  dangerous  a  thing  it  is  to  admit 
a  Poet  into  your  Family,  that  you  can  never  afterwards 
be  free  from  the  chiming  of  ill  Verfes, perpetually  (bund¬ 
ing  in  your  Ears,  and  more  troublefome  than  the  Neigh¬ 
bourhood  of  Steeples.  I  have  been  favourable  to  my 
felf  in  this  expreflion ;  a  zealous  Fanatick  would  have 
gone  farther,  and  have  called  me  the  Serpent,  who  firft 
prefented  the  fruit  of  my  Poetry  to  the  Wife  ,  and  lo 
gain’d  the  opportunity  to  (educe  the  Husband.  Yet  I 
am  ready  to  avow  a  Crime  fo  advantageous  to  me ;  but 
the  World,  which  will  condemn  my  boldnefs,  lam  (ure 
will  juftifie  and  applaud  my  choice.  All  men  will  join 
with  me  in  the  Adoration  which  I  pay  you,  they  would 
wifli  only  I  had  brought  you  a  more  noble  Sacrifice.  In* 

A  z  Head 


The  Epjlle  Dedicatory . 

Head  of  an  Heroic  Play,  you  might  juftly  expeft  an  He¬ 
roic  Poem, filled  with  the  paft  Glories  of  your  Anceftors, 
and  the  future  certainties  of  your  own r  Heaven  has  ab 
ready  taken  care  to  form  you  for  an  Heroe.You  have  all 
the  advantages  of  Mind  and  Body  ,  and  andlluftrious 
Birth,confpiring  to  render  you  an  extraordinary  Perlon. 
Th'e  Achilles  and  the  <2 \inaldo  are  prelent  in  you,  even 
above  their  Originals ;  you  only  want  a  Homer ,  or  a 
Tajjo ,  to  make  you  equal  to  them.  Youth,  Beauty,  and 
Courage,  {all  which  you  polfels  in  the  height  of  their 
perfe&ion)  are  the  moft  defireable  gifts  of  Heaven  :  and 
Heaven  is  never  prodigal  of  luch  Treafures,  but  to  lome 
.uncommon  pfirpoie.  So  goodly  a  Eabrick  was  never 
framed  by  an  Almighty  Architect  for  a  vulgar  Gueft.  He 
(hewed  the  value  which  he  let  upon  your  Mind,  when  he 
took  care  to  have  it  fo  nobly  and  lb  beautifully  lodg'd. 
To  a  graceful  fafhion  and  deportment  of  Body ,  you 
have  joined  a  winning  Convention, and  an  eafie  Great- 
nels,  derived  to  you  from  the  belt,  and  belt  beloVd  of 
Princes.  And  with  a  great  power  of  Obliging, the  World 
has  oblerved  in  you, a  defire  to  Oblige, even  beyond  your 
power.  This,  and  all  that  I  can  fay  on  fo  excellent  and 
large'  a  Subject,  is  only  Hiftory,  in  which  Fi&ion  has  no 
part ;  I  can  employ  nothing  of  Poetry  in  it ,  any  more 
than  I  do  in  that  Humble  Proteftation  which  I  make,  to 
continue  ever 

v  lour  Graces  moft  obedient* 

and  moft  devoted  Servant, 

•  •*  *■' 

John  Dry  den.. 


P REF  AC  E. 

I  Was  mov'd  to  write  this  Play  by  many  Reafons :  ctmongft  o~ 
theYs,  the  Commands  of  fome  Perfons  of  Honour,  for  whom  l 
have  a  moft  particular  refpecl,  were  dayly  founding  in  my  ears , 
that  it  would  be  of  good  example  to  undertake  a  Poem  of  this 
Nature.  Neither' were  my  own  inclinations  wanting  to  fecond 
their  defires.  I  confidered  that  pltafure  was  not  the  only  end  of 
Poefie ;  and  that  even  the  in  fir  unions  of  Morality  were  not  fo  whol¬ 
ly  the  bufinefs  of  a  Poet ,  as  that  the  Precepts  and  examples  of  Piety 
were  to  be  omitted.  For  to  leave  that  employment  altogether  to  tide 
Clergy,  were  to  forget  that  Religion  was  firft  taught  in  Verfe  :  (which 
the  lazinefs  or  dulnefs  of  fucceeding  Pr  left  hood,  turn'd  afterwards 
into  Profe.)  And  it  were  alfo  to  grant ,  ( which  1  never  {hall )  that 
reprefent  at  ions  of  this  kind  may  not  as  well  be  conducing  to  Holinefs ; 
ns  to  good  Manners.  Tet ,  far  be  it  from  me  ,  to  compare  the  ufe 
of  Dramatique  Poefie  with  that  of  Divinity:  I  only  maintain , 
againfi  the  Enemies  of  the  Stage ,  that  patterns  of  Piety ,  decently 
reprefented ,  and  equally  removed  from  the  extremes  of  Superftition 
and  Prophanenefs ,  may  be  of  excellent  ufe-  to  fecond  the  Precepts  of 
our  Religion.  By  the  Harmony  of  words ,  we  elevate  the  mind  to  a 
fenfe  of  Devotion as  our  folemn  Mufick ,  which  is  inarticulate 
Poefie ,  does  in  Churches.  And  by  the  lively  images  of  Piety ,  adorn'd 
by  aft  ion,  through  the  fenfes ,  allure  the  Soul:  which,  while  it  is 
charmed  in  a  filent  joy  of  what  it  fees  and  hears ,  is  fir  nek  at  the 
fame  time  with  a  fecret  veneration  of  things  Ctleftial :  and  is  wound 
up  infenfibly  into  the  practice  of  that  which  it  -admires.  Now,  if, 
fnfiead  of  this,  we  fometimes  fee  on  our  Theatres ,  the  Examples  of 
Vice  rewarded ,  .or  at  leaf  unpunifhed yet  it  ought  not  to,  be  an  Ar¬ 
gument  against  the  Art,  any  more  than  the  Extravagances  and  Im¬ 
pieties  of  the  Pulpit  in  the  late  times  of  Rebellion,  can  be  againfi  the. 
Office  and  Dignity  of  the  Clergy  . 

But  many  times  it  happens,  that  Poets  are  wrongfully  accus'd,  as 
it  is  my  own  Cafe  in  this  very  Play ;  where  I  am  charg'd  by  fome  ig‘ 
nor  ant  or  malicious  Perfons,  with  no  lefts  ((rimes  than  Prophanenefs 
and  Ir religion.  .  The.. 


PREFACE. 

i  v  r~i  ~ 

The  Part  0/Maximin ,  againft  which  thefe  holy  Criticks  fa  much 
declaim,  was  defignd  by  me  to  jet  off  the  Char  after  of  St.  Catharine. 
Jnd  thofe  who  have  read  the  Roman  Hiflpry,may  eafily  remember that 
Maximi n  was  not  only  a  bloudy  Tyrant, v&Rus  corpore,  animo  ferus, 
as  Herodian  defer ibes  him ;  but  alfo  a  P  erf ecutor  of  the  Church, againft 
which  he  raifed  the  Sixth  Perfecution.  So  that  whatfoever  he  f peaks  or 
aft s  in  this  Tragedy, is  no  more  than  a  Record  of  his  Life  and  Man¬ 
ners  ;  a  Pifture  as  near  as  I  could  take  it,  from  the  Original.  If  with 
mitch  Pains  andfomefuccefs  I  have  drawn  a  deform'd  Piece, there  is  as 
much  of  Art,  and  as  near  an  imitation  of  Nature,in  a  Lazare,^/  in  a 
Venus.  Maximin  was  an  Heathen ,  and  what  he  fpeaks  againfl  Reli¬ 
gion,  is  in  contempt  of  that  which  he  profefs'd.  He  defies  the  Gods  of 
Rome,  which  is  no  more  than  St.  Catharine  might  with  decency  have 
done.  If-  it  be  urged,  that  a  per f on  of  fuch  Principles  who  feoffs  at 
any  Religion,  ought  not  to  be  prefented  on  the  Stage',  why  then  are  the 
Lives  and  Sayings  of  fo  many  wicked  and  prophane  perfons  ,  recorded 
in  the  Holy  Scriptures  ?  1  know  it  will  be  anfwer'd,  That  a  due  ufe  may 
be  made  of  them ;  that  they  are  remembred  with  a  Brand  of  In¬ 
famy  fixt  ‘upon  them',  andfet  as  Sea-marks  for  thofe  who  behold 
them ,  to  avoid .  And  what  other  ufe  have  l  made  0/Maximin?  have 
I  propo fed  him  as  a  pattern  to  be  imitated ,  whom,  even  for  his  impiety 
to  his  falfe  Gods,  I  have  fo  fever  ely  punijh'd?  Nay,  as  if  I  had  fore- 
feenthis  Objection,  I  purpofely  remov'd  the  Scene  of  the  Play,  which 
ought  to  have  been- at  Alexandria  in  Egypt,  (where  St.  Catharine 
fuffeTd )  and  laid  it  under  the  walls  of  Aquileia  in  Italy,  where  Max¬ 
imin  was  [lain :  that  the  punijhment  of  his  Crime  might  immediately 
ftcceed  its  execution. 

This,  Reader, is  what  I  ow'd  to  my  jufi  defence, and  the  due  revered 
of  that  Religion  which  1  profejs,  to  which  all  Men,  who  defire  to  be 
e [teemed good  or  honefi  are  obliged :  I  have  neither  leifure  nor  occafion 
to  write  more,  largely  on  this  Subjeft,becaufe  1  am  already  juflified  by  the 
jentence  of  the  beji  and  mofi  differ ning  Prince  in  the  World ,  by  the 
fuffrage  of  all  unbiafs’d  Judges ;  and,  above  all,  by  the  Witnefs  of  my 
own  Confidence ,  which  abhors  the  thought  of  fuch  a  Crime',  to  which  I 
ask  leave  to  add  my  outward  Converjation,  which  jhall  never  be  jufi ly 
rax'd  with  the  Note  of  Atheifm  or  Prophaiitnejs. 

In  what  el[e  concerns  the  Play,  1  Jhall fi e  brief:  for  the  faults  of  the 
Writing  and  Contrivance ,/ leave  them  to  the  mercy  of  the  Reader.  For 


PREJ  ACE, 

I  am  as  little  apt  to  defend  my  own  Errors ,  as  to  find  jhofe  .of  other 
Poets.  Only  I  obferve ,  that  the  great  Cenfors  of  Wit  and  Poetry , 
either  produce  nothing  of  their  own ,  or  what  is  more  ridiculous  than 
any  thing  they  reprehends  Much  of  ill  Nature ,  and  a  very  little  ‘Judg¬ 
ment,  go  far  in  finding  the  mistakes  of  Writers . 

1  pretend  not  that  any  thing  of  mine  can  be  correct :  This  Poem , 
efpecially,  which  was  contrived  and  written  in  feven  Weeks,  though  af¬ 
terwards  kindred  by  many  Accidents ,  from  afpeedy  B.eprefentation , 
which  would  have  been  its  jufl  excufe. 

Tet  the  Scenes  are  every  where  unbroken ,  and  the  unities  of  place 
and  time  more  exactly  kept ,  than  perhaps  is  requifite  in  a  Tragedy  \  or  at 
leaf  than  l have  fince prefer v'd  them  in  the  Conquefi  of  Granada. 

1  have  not  every  where  obferv'd  the  equality  of  numbers ,  in  my 
V erfe  ;  partly  by  reafon  of  my  hafie ;  but  more  efpecially  becaufe  1 
would  not  have  my  Sence  a  Slave  to  Syllables . 

rTis  eafee  to  difeover  that  l  have  been  very,  bold  in  my  alteration 
of  the  Story ,  which  of  it  felf  was  too  barren  for  a  Play :  and  that 
1  have  taken  from  the  Church  two  Martyrs,  in  the  perfons  of  Por- 
phyrius  and  the  Emprefs ,  who  Jujfer'd  for  the  Chrifiian  Faith ,  un¬ 
der  the  Tyranny  of  Maximin. 

Ihave  feen  a  French  Play  called  the  Martyrdom  of  St.  Catharine  £ 
hut  tyhofe  who  have  read  it,  will  foon  clear  me  from  ftealing  out  of  fo 
dull  an  Author .  1  have  only  borrowed  a  mift.ak§  from  him ,  of  one 

Maxim  in  for  another :  for  finding  him  in  the  French  Poet, call'd  the 
Son  of  a  Thracian  Herdfman,  and  an  Alane  Woman,  1  too  eafily  be¬ 
liev'd  him  to  have  been  the  fame  Maximin  mention'd  in  Herodian. 
Till  afterwards,  confuting  Eufebius  and  Metaphrafles,  1  found  the 
Frenchman  had  betrayed  me  into  an  Error  ( when  it  was  too  late  to 
alter  it)  by  mifiaking  that  fir  ft  Maximin  for  a  fecond,  the  Contem¬ 
porary  of  Conftantine  the  Great,  and  one  of  the  Vfurpers  of  the 
Eaftern  ^Empire, 

But  neither  was  the  other  name  of  my  Play  more  fortunate :  for 
as  fome  who  had  heard  of  a  Tragedy  of  St.  Catharine, imagin'd  I  had 
taken  my  Plot  from  thence ;  Jo  others ,  who  bad  heard  of  another  Play , 
called  L’ Amour  Tyrannique  with  the  fame  ignorance,  accus'd  me. 
to  have  borrow'd  my  defign  from  it,  becaufe  I  have  accident  ally  given 
my  Play  the  fame  Title ;  not  having  to  this  day  feen  it :  and  knowing 
only  by  report, that  fuch  a  Comedy  is  extant  in  French,  under  the  name 
cf  Monfmr  Scudery.  As 
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PREFACE 


As  for  what  1  have  faid  of  A jlral  or  Aerial  Spirits,  it  is  ho  invent 
tion  of  mine ,  but  taken  from  thofe  who  have  written  on  that  Subject . 
Whether  there  are  fiich  Beings  or  not ,  it  concerns  not  me ;  'tis  fuffici - 
ent  for  my  purpofe/hat  many  have  believ'd,  the  affirmative :  and  that 
thefe  Heroick  Reprefentations,  which  are  of  the  fame  Nature  with  the 
Epicky  are  not  limited ,  but  with  the  extremefl  bounds  of  what  is 
credible . 

For  the  little  Criticks  who  pleas'd  themfelves  with  thinking  they 
have  found  a  flaw  in  that  line  of  the  Prologue^  And  hewho  fervilely 
creeps  after  Sence,  is  fafe,  &c.j  as  if  1  Patroniz'd  my  own  Non - 
fence,  1  may  reafonably  fuppofe  they  have  never  read  Horace,  Serpit 
humi  tutus,  &c.  are  his  words:  He  who  creeps  after  plain,  dully  com¬ 
mon  Sence  y  is  fafe  from  committing  Abfur dities ;  but  can  never  reach 
any  height hy  or  excellence  of  Wit :  and  fure  I  could  not  mean  that  any 
excellence  were  to  be  found  in  Nonfence .  With  the  fame  ignorance ,  or 
malice y  they  would  accnfe  me  for  fling y  empty  Arms,  when  1  writ  of  a 
Ghoft  or  Shadow ;  which  has  only  the  appearance  of  a  Body  or  Limbs , 
and  is  empty .  or  void  of  flefh  and  blood ;  and  vacuis  ample£litur  ul- 
nis,  was  an  Expreffion  of  OvidV  on  the  fame  Subject.  Some  Fool  be¬ 
fore  them  had  charg'd  me  in  the  Indian  Emperor  with  Non  fence  in 
thefe  words \  And  follow;  Fate  which  does  too  fail  purftie ;  which 
va as  borrow'd  from  Virgil  in  the  1 1  th  of  his  JEneidsy  Eludit  gyro  in¬ 
terior,  fequiturque  fequentem.  1  quote  not  thefe  to  prove  that  l 
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Prologue. 

SElf-LoVe  (which  never  rightly  underflood) 

Makes  Poets  J till  conclude  their  Plays  are  good  :  -- 
And  malice  in  all  Critich  reigns  fo  high , 

That  for  fmall  Errours ,  they  whole  Plays  decry  ; 

So  that ,  ■  to  fee  this  foninefi \  and  that  jfite, 

Toud  think  that  none  but  Mad  men  judge  or  write. 

Therefore  our  Poet,  as  he  thinks  not  fit 
T  impofe  upon  you  what  he  writes,  for  Wit , 

So  hopes y  that  leaving  you  your  cenfures  free. 

You  equal  Judges  of  the  Whole  will  be  : 

*Ibey  judge  but  half  who  only  faults  will  fee . 

Poets y  like  Lovers ,  fhould  be  bold  and  darey 
They  fpoil  their  bufinefs  with  an  over -care  : 

And  he  who  fervilely  creeps  after  Sence9 
Is  fafe,  but  ner  will  reach  an  Excellence . 

Hence  tis }  our  Poet  in  his  conjuring , 

Allow'd  his  Fancy  the  full  fcope  and  fwing . 

Put  when  a  Tyrant  for  his  Theme  he  had , 

He  loos'd  the  Peins ,  and  bid  his  Mufe  run  mad. : 

And  though  he  [tumbles  in  a  full  Qireer  , 

Yet  Pafhnefs  is  a  better  fault  than  Fear . 

He  faw  his  way  •  but  in  fo  fwift  a  Pace , 

To  chufe  the  Ground,  might  be  to  lofe  the  Pace. 

They  then  who  of  each  Trip  th’  advantage  take9 
Find  but  thofe  faults  which  they  want  Wit  to  make » 

B  Perform 
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Who  reign  but  while  the  people  they  can  pleafe, 

And  only  know  the  little  Arts  of  Peace. 

Clar.  In  Fields  they  dare  not  fight  where  Honour  calls  j 
But  -breathe  a  faint  defiance  from  their  Walls. 

The  very  noife  of  War  their  Souls  does  wound  ; 

They  quake,  but  hearing  their  own  Trumpets  found. 

Val.  An  eafie  Summons  but  for  Form  they  wait, 

And  to  your  Fame  will  open  wide  the  Gate. 

Placid.  1  wifn  our  Fame  that  fwift  fuccefs  may  find 
Bui  Conquefts,  Sir,  areeafily  defign’d  : 

However  foft  within  themfelves  they  are. 

To  you  they  $ill  be  valiant  by  defpair  : 

For  having  once  been  guilty,  well  they  know 
To  a  revengeful  Prince  they  ftill  are  fo. 

Alb r  Tistrue,  that,  fince  the  Senate’s  Succours  came, 
They  grow  more  bold. 

*JMax. - —That  Senate’s  but  a  name  : 

Or  they  are  Ptgeant  Princes  which  they  make , 

That  pow’r  they  give  away,  they  would  partake. 

Two  equal  Pow’rs,  two  different  ways  will  draw, 

While  each  may  check,  and  give  the  other  Law.  . 

True,  they  fecure  Propriety  and  Peace*, 

But  are  not  fit  an  Empire  to  encreafe. 

When  they  (hould  aid  their  Prince,  the  Slaves  difpute  ^ 
And  fear  fuccefs  (hould  make  him  abfolhte. 

They  let  Foes  conquer  to  fecure  the  State, 

And  lend  a  Sword,  whofe  edge  themfelves  rebate. 

Char.  When  to  encreafe  the  Gods  you  late  are  gone. 
I’ll  fwiftly  chufe  to  dye,  or  reign  alone : 

But  thefe  half-Kings  our  Courage  cannot  fright  j 
The  thrifty  State  will  bargain  e’re  they  fight :  .  - 

Give  juft  fo  much  for  every  Victory ; 

And  rather  lofe  a  Fight,  than  over-buy. 

Max.  Since  all  delays  are  dangerous  in  War, 

Your  men,  Albinas,  for  aflault  prepare  : 

Crifpinus  and  sJMenephilus,  I  hear 
Two  Confulars,  thefe  Aqaileians  cheer  ; 

By  whom  they  may,  if  weprotraft  the  time, 

Be  taught  the  Courage  to  defend  their  crime 
cPlacid,  Put  off  th5  affault  but  only  for  this  day 
No  lofs  can  come  by  fuch  a  fmall  delay. 

Char.  We  are  not  fure  to  morrow  will  be  ours  ; 
Wars  have,  like  Love,  their  favourable  hours  : 

Let  us  ufe  all  :  for  if  we  lofe  one  day, 

That  white  one  in  the  Crowd  may  flip  away. 


The  %OtAL  MA^TI^ 

CMax.  Fates  dark  recedes  we  can  never  find; 

But  Fortune,  at  fome  hours,  to  all  is  kind  *, 

The  lucky  have  whole  days,  which  ftill  they  choofe  ; 
Th’unlucky  have  but  hours,  and  thofe  they  lofe. 

FI  acid.  I  have  cbnfulted  one,  who  reads  Heav’ns  doom, 
And  fees,  as  prefent,  things  which  are  to  come. 

’Tis  that  Nigrimu ,  made  by  your  command 
A  Tribune  in  the  new  Panonian  Band. 

Him  have  I  feen,  (  on  lfter\  Banks  he  flood. 

Where  laft  we  winter’d  )  bind  the  head- long  floud 
In  fudden  Ice ;  and  where  moft  fwift  it  flows, 

In  Cryftal  Nets,  the  wond’ring  Filhes  dole. 

Then,  with  a  moments  Thaw,  the  ftreams  inlarge, 

And  from  the  Melh  the  twinkling  Guefts  difeharge. 

In  a  deep  Vale,  or  near  fome  ruin’d  Wall, 

He  would  the  Ghofts  of  flaughter’d  Souldiers  call ; 

Who,  flow,  to  wounden  bodies  did  repair, 

And  loath  to  enter,  fhiver’d  in  the  air ; 

Thefehis  dread  Wand  did  tofhortlife  compel, 

And  forc’d  the  Fates  of  Battels  to  foretel. 

Max.  ’Tis  wond’rous  ftrange!  But,  good  Placidius^  fay^ 
What  prophefies  Nigrimu  of  this  day  ? 

Placid.  In  a  lone  Tent,  all  hung  with  black,  I  faw, 
Where  in  a  Square  he  did  a  Circle  draw : 

Four  Angles,  made  by  that  Circumference, 

Bore  holy  words  inferib’d,  of  myftick  fenfe. 

When  firft  a  hollow  Wind  began  to  blow, 

The  Sky  grew  black,  and  bhlii’d  down  more  low, 

Around  the  field  did  nimble  Lightning  play, 

Which  offer’d  us  by  fits,  and  fnatch’d  the  day. 

’Midft  this,  was  heard  the  Ihrill  and  tender  cry 
Of  well-pleas’d  Ghofts,  which  in  the  florin  did  fly , 

Danc’d  to  and  fro,  and  skim’d  along  the  ground, 

Till  to  the  Magick  Circle  they  were  bound. 

They  courfing  it,  while  we.  were  fenc’d  within, 

We  faw  this  dreadful  Scene  of  Fate  begin. 

Char.  Speak  without  fear ;  what  did  the  Vifion  (hew  ? 
‘Placid.  A  Curtain  drawn  prefented  to  our  view, 

A  Town  befieg’d  ^  and  on  the  neighb’ring  Plain. 

Lay  heaps  of  Vilionary  Soldiers  flain» . 

A  riling  Mill  obfeur’d  the  gloomy  head 
Of  one,  who  in  Imperial  Robes  lay  dead  . 

Near  this,  in  Fetters,  flood  a  Virgin,  crown’d  5 
Whom  many  Cupids  ftove  in  vain  to  wound : 


,  A  voice 
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A  voice  to  morrow,  ftill  to  morrow  rung: 

Another  Io  ;  lo ,  Paan,  fung. 

Char.  Vifionsand  Oracles  ftill  doubtful  are, 

And  ne’r  expounded  till  th’event  of  War. 

The  gods  fore- knowledge  on  our  Swords  will  wait : 

If  we  fight  well  they  muft  forefiiow  good  Fate. 

[Tv  them  a  Centurion. 

Cent.  A  rifing  duft  which  troubles  all  the  Air, 

And  this  way  travels,  (hows  fome  Army  near. 

Char.  I  hear  the  found  of  Trumpets  from  afar.  [Exit  Albinus. 

Max.  It  feems  the  voice  of  Triumph,  not  of  War. 

[To  then*  Albinus  again. 

cAlb.  Health  and  Succefs  our  Emperourattends  \ 

The  Forces  marching  on  the  Plain,  are  Friends. 

Porphyrins ,  whom  you  Egypt's  Praetor  made. 

Is  come  from  Alexandria  to  your  aid. 

\jMax.  It  well  b  comes  the  Conduct  and  the  Care 
Of  one  fo  fam’d  and  fortunate  in  War. 

You  muft  refign,  Placidius,  your  Command, 

To  him  I  promis’d  the  Prastorian  Band. 

Your  duty  in  your  fwift  compliance  fhow, 

I  will  provide  fome  other  Charge  for  you. 

Placid.  May  Cajar* s  pleafure  ever  be  obey’d. 

With  that  fubmlffion  which  by  me  is  paid.  . 

Now  all  the  Curfes  Envy  ever  knew, 

Or  could  invent,  Porphyrins  purfue.  [Afide. 

tAlb.  Placidius  does  too  tamely  bear  his  lofsj  [To  Charinus. 

This  new  Pretender  will  all  pow’r  ingrofs  : 

All  things  muft  now  by  his  direction  move  \ 

And  you.  Sir,  muft  refign  your  Father’s  love. 

Char.  Yes  \  every  name  to  his  repute  muft  bow ; 

There  grow  no  Bays  for  any  other  Brow. 

He  blafts  my  early  Honour  in  the  bud, 

Like  fome  tall  Tree  the  Monfter  of  the  Wood. 

CTr  Ibading  all  which  under  him  would  grow, 

He  fheds  his  venom  on  the  Plants  below. 

Alb.  You  muft  fome  noble  adtion  undertake  } 

Equal  with  his  your  own  renown  to  make. 

Char.  I  am  not  for  a  flothful  envy  born, 

I’ll  do’t  this  day,  in  the  dire  Vifions  fcorn. 

He  comes :  We  two,  like  the  Twin-Stars  appear  j 

Never  to  fhine  together  in  one  Sphere.  [£*&  cm  Alb.' 


Enter 
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Enter  Porpbyrius  attended. 

Max .  Porphyrins,  welcome,  welcome  as  the  light 
To  cheerful  Birds }  or  as  to  Lovers,  night. 

Welcome  as  what  thou  bring’ft  me,  Victory. 

Per.  That  waits,  Sir,  on  your  Arms,  and  not  on  me. 

You  left  a  Conqueft  more  than  half  atchiev’d  •, 

And  for  whofe  eafinefs  1  almoft  griev’d. 

Yours  only  the  Egyptian  Laurels  are 

1  bring  you  but  the  reliques  of  your  War.  , 

The  Chriftian  Princefs  to  receive  your  doom, 

Is  from  her  Conquer’d  Alexandria  come. 

Her  Mother  in  another  Veflel  Pent, 

A  Storm  furpriz’d*,  nor  know  I  theevent: 

Both  from  your  Bounty  muft  receive  their  ftate-, 

Or  mult  on  your  Triumphant  Chariot  wait. 

Max.  From  me  they  can  expert  no  graee,  whofe  minds 
,  An  execrable  Superftition  blinds. 

Apoll.  The  gods,  who  rais’d  you  to  the  Worlds  Command, 

Require  thefe  Virtiras  from  your  grateful  hand. 

Per.  To  minds  refolv’d,  the  threats  of  Death  are  vain  5 
They  run  to  fires,  and  there  enjoy  their  pain : 

Not  Mucins  made  more  halie  his  hand  t’expofe 
To  greedy  flames,  than  their  whole  bodies  thofe. 

CMax.  How,  to  their  own  deftrurtion,  they  are  blind ! 

Zeal  is  the  pious  madnefs  of  the  mind. 

Por .  They  all  our  fam’d  Philosophers  defie ; 

And  would  our  Faith  by  force  of  Reafon  try. 

Apol.  I  beg  it,  Sir,  by  all  the  Powers  Divine, 

That  in  their  right  this  Combat  may  be  mine. 

*JMax,  Itihall;  and  fifty  Doctors  of  our  Laws, 

Be  added  to  you,  to  maintain  the  Caufe. 

Enter  Berenice  the  Emprefs ,  Valeria  Daughter  to  the  < 

Emperowr ,  Erotion. 

Placid.  The  Emprefs  and  your  Daughter,  Sir,  are  here. 

Por .  What  dangers  in  thefe  charming  Eyes  appear ! 

[~  Looking  on  the'  Emprefs i 

How  my  old  wounds  are  open’d  at  this  view  / 

And  in  my  murd’rers  prefence  bleed  anew ! 

tJMax.  I  did  expert  your  coming  to  partake  {To  the  Ladies . 

The  general  gladnefs  which  my  Triumphs  make, 

You  did  Porphyrins  as  a  Courtier  know, 

But  as  a  Conqueror  behold  him  now,  • 


Per.  . 
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Ber.  You  know  (I  read  it  in  your  blufhing  face)  [T 9  Por. 

To  merit,  better  than  receive  a  grace : 

And  I  know  better  filently  to  own. 

Than  with  vain  words  to  pay  your  fervice  done. 

Bor.  Princes,  like  Gods,  reward  e’re  we  deferve 

[ 'Kneeling  to  kifs  her  hand. 

And  pay  us  in  permitting  us  to  ferve. 

Oh  might  I  ftill  grow  here,  and  never  move  !  {lower-. 

Ber.  How  dangerous  are  thefe  Ecftafies  of  Love! 

He  Ihows  his  pafllon  to  a  thoufand  Eyes  / 

He  cannot  ftir,  nOr  can  I  bid  him  rife ! 

That  word  my  heart  refufes  to  my  tongue  !  £ Aftde. 

astfax.  Madam,  you  let  the  General  kneel  too  long. 

Tor.  Too  long,  as  if  Eternity  were  fo !  ZAfide. 

Ber.  Rife,  good  Porphyrins ,  (fince  it  muft  be  fo.)  .  {Afide. 

Por,  Like  Hermits,  fromaVifion,  1  retire;  LRifing. 

With  eyes  too  weak  to  fee  what  I  admire.  {Afide. 

Val.  The  Emprefs  knows  your  worth-,  but.  Sir,  there  be 

,  CToPorphyrius,  whokjffesher  hand. 
Thofe  who  can  value  it  as  high  as  (he. 

And  ’tis  but  juft  (fince  in  my  Father’s  caufe. 

You  fought)  your  Valour  Ihould  have  my  Applaufe. 

Placid.  O  Jealoufie,  how  art  thou  Eagle-ey’d  / 

She  loves ; and  would  her  Love  in  praifes  hide : 

How  am  1  bound  this  Rival  to  purfue, 

Who  ravilhes  my  Love  and  Fortune  too  1  { Afide. 

{A  dead  nJddarch  within ,  and  Trumpets. 
tJMax.  Somewhat  of  mournful,  fure,  my  Ears  does  wound 
Like  the  hoarfe  murmurs  of  a  Trumpets  found, 

And  Drums  unbrac’d,  with  Souldiers  broken  cries. 


Snter  Albinus. 


Albinas,  whence  proceeds  this  difmal  noife? 

Alb.  Too  foon  you’ll  know  what  I  want  words  to  tell. 
*JMax.  How  fares  my  Son  ?  Is  my  Charinus  well  ? 
Not  anfwer  me  !  Oh  my  Prophetick  fear ! 

Alb.  How  can  1  fpeak  ;  or  how,  Sir,  can  you  hear? 
Imagine  that  which  you  would  moft  deplore, 

And  that  which  1  would  fpeak,  is  it,  or  more  ? 

xjddax.  Thy  mournful  meflage  in  thy  looks  I  read ; 

Is  he  (Oh  that  I  live  to  ask  it)  dead  ? 

Alb.  Sir— - 

• 


Max. 
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zJMax.  Stay ;  if  thou  fpeak’ft  that  word,  thou  fpeak’ft  thy  Iaft  : 

Some  God  now,  if  he  dares,  relate  what’s  paft: 

Say  but  he’s  dead,  that  God  fhall  mortal  be. 

Alb.  Then  what  I  dare  not  fpeak,  look  back  and  lee. 

fCharinus  born  in  dead  by  Sonldiersl 
Max.  See  nothing,  Eyes,  henceforth  but  death  and  wo, 

You’ve  done  me  the  worft  office  you  can  do. 

You’ve  Ihown  me  Deftinies  prepoft’rous  crimes 
An  unripe  Face  j  difclos’d  e’re  Nature’s  time. 

Placid.  Aflwage,  great  Prince,  yourpaffion,  left  you  Ihow 
There’s  fomewhat  in  your  Soul  which  Fate  can  bow. 

For.  Fortune  ffiould  by  your  greatnefs  be  controul’d  .* 

-  Arm  your  great  mind,  and  let  her  take  no  hold. 
tJWax.  To  tame  Philofophers  teach  Conftancy  , 

There  is  no  farther  ufe  of  it  in  me. 

Gods  (but  why  name  1  you ! 

All  that  was  worth  a  pray’r  to  you,  is  gone :) 

I  ask  not  back  my  Vertue,  but  my  Son. 

Alb.  His  too  great  thirft  of  Fame  his  ruine  brought. 

Though,  Sir,  beyond  all  humane  force  he  fought. 

* Tlacid .  This  was  my  Vifion  of  this  fatal  day ! 

Alb.  With  a  fierce  hafte  he  led  our  Troups  the  way : 

While  fiery  Ihowr’s  of  Sulphur  on  him  rain’d  5 
Nor  left  he,  till  the  Battlements  he  gain’d : 

There  with  a  Forreft  of  their  Darts  he  ftrove  \ 

And  ftood  like  Capaneus  defying  Jove. 

With  his  broad  Sword  the  boldeft  beating  down. 

While  Fate  grew  pale  left  he  Ihould  win  the  Town, 

And  turn’d  the  Iron  Leaves  of  its  dark  Book, 

To  make  new  dooms,  or  mend  what  it  miftook. 

Till  fought  by  many  Deaths,  he  funk,  though  late, 

And  by  his  fall  aflerted  doubtful  Fate. 

Valer .  Oh  my  dear  Brother !  whom  Heaven  let  us  fee, 

And  would  not  longer  fuffer  him  to  be ! 

Max.  And  didft  not  thou  a  Death  with  honour  chufe,  {To  AIK 
But  impudently  liv’ft  to  bring  this  news  ? 

After  his  lofs,  how  didft  thou  dare  to  breath  / 

- But  thy  bafe  Ghoft  fhall  follow  him  in  death. 

A  decimation  I  will  ftridly  make 
Of  all  who  my  Charinus  did  forfake. 

And  of  each  Legion  each  Centurion 

Shall  die :  — - - Flacidinsy  fee  my  pleafure  done. 
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Tor.  Sir,  you  will  lofc  by  this  fe verity 
Your  Souldiers  hearts. 

Max. - Why,  they  take  Pay  to  die. 

Tor.  Then  fpare  tsflbintu  only. 

Max.  — —  I  confent 
To  leave  his  life  to  be  his  punifhment. 

Difcharg’d  from  truflr,  branded  with  infamy. 

Let  him  live  on,  till  he  ask  leave  to  die. 

Ber.  Let  me  petition  for  him. 

Max. - - - 1  have  Laid  \ 

And  will  not  be  intreated,  but  obey’d, 

But,  Emprefs,  whence  does  your  compaflion  grow  ? 

Ber.  You  need  not  ask  it,  fince  my  birth  you  know. 

The  Race  of  *s4ntonin\  was  nam’d  the  Good : 

1  draw  my  pity  from  my  Royal  Blood. 

Max.  Still  muft  I  be  upbraided  with  your  Line  ? 

I  know  you  fpeak  it  in  contempt  of  mine. 

But  your  late  Brother  did  not  prize  me  lefs, 

Becaufe  I  could  not  boaft  of  Images. 

And  the  Gods  own’d  me  more,  when  they  decreed 
A  Thracian  Shepherd  Ihould  your  Line  fucceed. 

Ber.  The  Gods!  O  do  not  name  the  Pow’rs  Divine, 

They  never  mingled  their  Decrees  with  thine. 

My  Brother  gave  me  to  thee  for  a  Wife, 

And  for  my  Dowry  thou  didft  take  his  life. 

Max.  The  Gods  by  many.  Victories  have  fhown* 

That  they  my  merits  and  his  death  did  own. 

Ber.  Yes :  they  have  own’d  it ;  witnefs  this  juft  day  $  ^ 

When  they  begin  thy  mifchiefs  to  repay. 

See  the  reward  of  all  thy  wicked  care, 

Before  thee  thy  fucceffion  ended  there. 

Yet  but  in  part  my  Brothers  Ghoft  is  pleas’d : 

Reftlels  till  all  the  groaning  world  be  eas’d. 

For  me  •,  no  other  happinefs  I  own 
Than  to  have  born  no  Ifiire  to  thy  Throne. 

Max.  Provoke  my  rage  no  farther,  left  I  be 
Reveng’d  at  once  upon  the  Gods  and  thee. 

Tor.  afide!)  What  horrid  tortures  feize  my  lab’ring  mind  l 
O,  only  excellent  of  all  thy  kind  ! 

To  hear  thee  threatned  while  I  idle  ftand : 

Heaven  !  was  I  born  to  fear  a  Tyrants  hand  h 
Max.  to  Ber.')  Hence  from  my  fight— thy  blood,  if  thou  dofllby— * 

Ber.  Tyrant!  too  well  to  that  thouknow’fl  the  way,  [j Going . 


Tor.  Lei 
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Tor.  Let  bafer  Souls  from  falling  Fortunes  flie : 

I’ll  pay  my  duty  to  her  though  I  die. 

Max.  What  made  Porphyrins  fo  officious  be  ? 

The  action  look’d  as  done  in  fcornof  me. 

Val.  It  did,  indeed,  fome  little  freedom  (how*, 

But  fomewhat  tohis  fervices  you  owe. 

Max .  Yet  if  I  thought  it  his  prefumption  were — - 
Placid.  Perhaps  he  did  not  your  difpleafure  hear. 
Max.  My  anger  was  too  loud,  not  to  be  heard. 
Placid.  Pm  loth  to  think  he  did  it  not  regard. 

Max.  How,  not  regard  ! 

Val.  Placidius ,  you  foment. 

On  too  light  grounds,  my  Father’s  difcontent. 

But  when  an  aftion  does  two  faces  wear, 

’Tis  Juftice  to  believe  what  is  molt  fair. 

I  think,  that  knowing  what  refpeft  there  refts 
For  her  late  Brother  in  the  Souldiers  breafts. 

He  went  to  ferve  the  Emp’ror :  and  defign’d 
Only  to  calm  the  tempeft  in  her  mind, 

Left  fome  Sedition  yi  the  Camp  fhould  rife. 

Max.  I  ever  thought  him  loyal  as  he’s  wife.' 

Since  therefore  all  the  Gods  their  fpite  have  fhown, 

To  rob  my  Age  of  a  fucceffive  Throne  ; 

And  you  who  now  remain. 

The  only  Iflue  of  my  former  Bed, 

In  Empire  cannot  by  your  Sex  fucceed  : 

To  bind  Porphyrins  firmly  to  the  State, 

I  will  this  day  my  C&far  him  create : 

And,  Daughter,  I  will  give  you  him  for  Wife. 

Val.  O  day,  the  belt  and  happieft  of  my  life  ! 

Placid.  O  day,  the  moft  accurft  I  ever  knew ! 

Max.  See  to  my  Son  perform’d  each  Funeral  due : 
Then  to  the  toils  of  War  we  will  return  \ 

And  make  our  Enemies  our  lofles  mourn. 


C  x 
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Z.Exh  leading  her. 


\_A[ide. 
[ [Exeunt . 
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ACT  II.  SCENE  I. 

The  ^oyal  Camp. 

Berenice,  Porphyrius, 

,  Ber.T^Orfhyrm,  you  too  far  did  tempt  your  Fate, 

1  In  owning  her  the  Emperour  does  hate. 

JTis  true,  your  Duty  to  me  it  became  •, 

But  praifing  that,  I  muft  your  Conduct  blame. 

Por.  Not  to  have  own’d  my  zeal  at  fuch  a  time, 

Were  to  fin  higher  than  your  Tyrant’s  crime. 

Ber .  ’Twas  too  much  my  difgrace  t’ accompany  » 

A  filent  wifli  had  been  enough  for  me. 

Por.  Wifhes  are  aids,  faint  Servants  may  fupply, 

Who  ask  Heav’n  for  you  what  themfelves  deny. 

Gould  I  do  lefs  than  my  refpeft  to  pay, 

Where  I  before  had  giv’n  my  heart  away  }  \ 

Ber.  You  fail  in  that  refpedt  you  feem  to  bear, 

When  you  (peak  words  unfit  for  me  to  hear. 

Por.  Yet  you  did  once  accept  thofe  Vows  I  paid. 

Ber.  Thofe  Vows  were  then  to  Berenice  made  *, 

But  cannot  now  be  heard  without  a  fin, 

When  offer’d  to  the  Wife  of  CWaximin, 

Por.  Has,  then*  the  change  of  Fortune  chang’d  your  Will 
Ah !  why  are  you  not  Berenice  dill } 

To  eJMaximin  you  once  declar’d  your  hate  *, 

Your  Marriage  was  a  Sacrifice  to  th’  State  : 

Your  Brother  made  it  to  fecure  his  Throne, 

Which  this  m?n  made  a  flep  to  mount  it  on. 

Ber.  Whatever  CMaximin  has  been,  or  is, 

I  am  to  bear,  fince  Heav’n  has  made  me  his. 

For  Wives,  who  muft  themfelves  of  pow’r  deveft, 

When  they  love  blindly,  for  their  peace  love  beft. 

Por.  If  mutual  Love  be  vow’d  when  Faith  you  plight, 
Then  he,  who  forfeits  firft,  has  loft  his  Right. 

Ber.  Husbands  a  forfeiture  of  Love  may  make  $ 

But  what  avails  the  forfeit  none  can  take  ? 

As  in  a  general  Wreck 

The  Pyrate  finks  with  his  ill-gotten  Gains, 

And  nothing  to  anothers  ufe  remains : 
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So,  by  his  Iofs,  no  Gain  to  you  can  fall  *, 

The  Sea,  and  vaft  deftruftion  fwallows  all.  J  ;  , 

Por.  Yet  he,  who  from  the  Shore  the  Wreck  defcries. 
May  lawfully  enrich  him  with  the  Prize. 

Ber.  Who  fees  the  Wreck,  can  yet  no  Title  plead, 

Till  he  be  fure  the  Owner  firft  is  dead. 

Por,  If  that  be  all  the  claim  I  want  to  love, 

This  Pyrate  of  your  heart  I’ll  foon  remove } 

And,  at  one  ftroke,  the  World  and  you  fet  free.  . 

Ber .  Leave  to  the  care  of  Heav’n  that  World  and  me. 
Tor.  Heav’n,  as  its  Inftrument,  my  Courage  fends. 

Ber.  Heav’n  ne’r  fent  thofe  who  fight  for  private  ends. 
We  both  are  bound  by  truft,  and  muft  be  true  \ 

1  to  his  Bed,  and  to  his  Empire  you. 

For  he  who  to  the  bad  betrays  his  truft. 

Though  he  does  good,  becomes  himfelf  unjuft. 

For.  When  Bmns  did  from  Cafar  Rome  redeem, 

The  Aft  was  good. 

Ber.  - ■ —  But  ’twas  not  good  in  him. 

You  fee  the  Gods  adjudg’d  it  Parricide, 

By  dooming  the  Event  on  s  fide. 

’Tis  Vertue  not  to  be  oblig’d  at  all ; 

Or  not  confpire  our  Benefaftor’s  Fall. 

Por.  You  doom  me  then  to  fufFer  all  this  ill. 

And  yet  I  doom  my  felf  to  love  you  dill. 

Ber.  Dare  not  Porphyrins  fufFer  then  with  me, 

Since  what  for  him  I  for  my  felf  decree  ? 

Por .  How  can  I  bear  thofe  griefs  you  difapprove  ? 

Ber.  To  eafe  ’em,  I’ll  permit  you  ftill  to  love. 

Por.  That  will  but  hafte  my  death,  if  you  think  fit 
Not  to  reward,  but  barely  to  permit. 

Love  without  hope  does  like  a  torture  wound, 

Which  makes  me  reach  in  pain  to  touch  the  Ground. 

Ber.  If  hope,  then,  to  your  life  fo  needful  be, 

Hope  ftill. 

Por.  - - Blefs’d  News  ! 

Ber. - But  hope,  in  Heav’n,  not  me. 

Por .  Love  is  too  noble  fuch  deceits  to  ufe, 

Referring  me  to  Heav’n ,  your  gift  I  lofe. 

So  Princes  cheaply  may  our  wants  fupply, 

When  they  give  that  their  Treafurers  deny. 

Ber.  Love  blinds  my  Vertue :  if  I  longer  ftay,, 

It  will  grow  dark,  and  I  fhall  lofe  my  way,. 
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Por.  One  kite  from  this  fair  hand  can  be  no  fin  $ 

I  ask  not  that  you  gave  to  Maximin, 

In  full  reward  of  ail  the  pains  Fve  pail, 

Give  me  but  one. 

Ber.  • - Then  let  it  be  your  laft. 

Bor.  ’Tis  gone ! 

Like  Souldiers  prodigal  of  their  Arrears, 

One  minute  fpends  the  Pay  of  many  years. 

- Let  but  one  more  be  added  to  the  fumm, 

And  pay  at  once  for  all  my  pains  to  come. 

Ber .  Unthrifts  will  ftarve  if  we  before  hand  give: 

I'll  fee  you  (hall  have  juft  enough  to  live. 

Snter  Erotion. 

Ero.  Madam,  the  Emperour  is  drawing  near  \ 

And  comes,  they  fay,  to  feek  Porphyrins  here. 

Ber .  Alas ! 

Bor,  —  I  will  not  ask  what  he  intends ; 

My  Life,  or  Death,  alone,  on  you  depends. 

Ber.  I  muft  withdraw ;  but  muft  not  let  him  know 
How  hard  the  Precepts  of  my  Virtue  grow ! 

But  what  e’r  Fortune  is  for  me  defign’d, 

Sweet  Heav’n,  be  ftil!  to  brave  Porphyrins  kind ! 

Bor.  She’s  gone  unkindly,  and  refus’d  tocaffc 
One  glance  to  feed  me  for  fo  long  a  Faft. 

1  '  "•  •  ^  '  '  ■•  ••  'V*'’ 

Enter  Maximin,  Placidius,  Guards. 

Max.  Porphyrins ,  fmce  the  Gods  have  ravilh’d  one, 

I  come  in  you  to  feek  another  Son. 

Succeed  him  then  in  my  Imperial  ftate  •, 

Succeed  in  all,  but  his  untimely  fate. 

If  I  adopt  you  with  no  better  grace. 

Pardon  a  Father's  Tears,  upon  my  Face, 

And  give  e’m  to  Charinus  memory : 

May  they  not  prove  as  ominous  to  thee. 

Por.  With  what  misfortunes  Heav’n  torments  me  ftill ! 

Why  muft  I  be  oblig’d  to  one  fo  ill  ?  C dfidc. 

Max.  Thofe  offers  which  1  made  you,  Sir,  were  fucb. 

No  private  man  fhould  need  to  ballance  much. 

Por.  Who  durft  his  thoughts  to  fuch  ambition  lift  ?  [7  4ing. 

The  gceatnefs  of  it  made  me  doubt  the  gift. 


[^Lsffide. 
[Exit  cum  Erotio. 
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The  diftance  was  fo  vaft,  that  to  my  view 
It  made  the  objed  feem  at  firft  untrue  : 

And  now  ’tis  near,  the  fudden  excellence 
Strikes  through,  and  flafheson  my  tender  fence. 

Max ,  .Yet  Heav’n  and  Earth,  which  fo  remote  appear  [rdfing  him. 
Are  by  the  Air,  which  flows  betwixt ’em,  near. 

And  ’twixt  us  two,  my  Daughter  be  the  Chain, 

One  end  with  me,  and  one  with  you  remain. 

Per.  You  prefs  me  down  with  fuch  a  glorious  Fate,  [Kneeling  again. 
i  cannot  rife  againftthe  mighty  weight. 

Permit  I  may  retire  fome  little  fpace, 

And  gather  ftrength  to  bear  fo  great  a  grace.  [ Exit  bowing. 

Placid.  How  Love  and  Fortune  lavilhly  contend, 

Which  fliould  Porphyrias  wifhes  mofl:  befriend  ! 

The  midftream’s  his  5  I,  creeping  by  the  fide,. 

Am  fhoulder’d  off  by  his  impetuous  Tide. 

Enter  Valerius  haftily. 

Val.  I  hope  my  bufinefsmay  my  hafte  excufe  5, 

For,  Sir,  I  bring  you  mofl:  furprizing  news. 

The  Chriftian  Princefs  in  her  Tent  confers 
With  fifty  of  your  learn’d  Philofophers  •, 

Whom  with  fuch  Eloquence  (he  does  perfwade, 

That  they  are  Captives  to  her  reafons  made. 

I  left  ’em  yielding  up  their  vanquifli’d  Caufe, 

And  all  tHe  Souldiers  Ihouting  her  appjaufe  j 
Ev’n  Jpoltoniw  does  but  faintly  fpeak, 

Whofe  Voice  the  murmurs  of  th*  affiftants  break. 

Max.  Gondud  this  Captive  Chriftian  to  my  Tent  * 

She  fhall  be  brought  to  fpeedy  punilhment. 

I  muft  in  time  fome  remedy  provide,  [Exit  Valerius. 

Left  this  contagious  Errour  fpread  too  wide. 

Placid.  T’  infeded  Zeal  you  muft  no  mercy  fhow : 

For,  from  Religion,  all  Rebellions  grow. 

eJMax.  The  filly  crowd,  by  fadious  Teachers,  brought 
To  think  that  Faith  untrue  their  youth  was  taught, 

Run  on  in  new  Opinions  blindly  bold  *, 

Negled,  contemn,  and  then  aflault  the  old.  , 

Th’  infedious  madnefs  feizes  every  part, 

And  from  the  head  diftills  upon  the  heart. 

And  firft,  they  think  their  Prince’s  Faith  not  true. 

And  then  proceed  to.offer  him  a  new  \ 

.  -  -  Which 
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Which  if  refus’d,  all  duty  from  ’em  call, 

To  their  new  Faith,  they  make  new  Kings  at  laft. 

Placid.  Thofe  ills  by  Male.contents  are  often  wrought* 
That  by  their  Prince  their  duty  may  be  bought. 

They  head  thofe  holy  Fadions  which  they  hate. 

To  fell  their  duty  at  a  dearer  rate. 

But,  Sir,  the  Tribune  is  already  here 
With  your  fair  Captive. 

nJMax.  - - Bid  ’em  both  appear. 

Enter  S.  Catharine,  Valerius,  Apollonius,  Guards. 
See  where  (he  comes  with  that  high  Air  and  Meen, 

Which  marks  in  Bonds,  the  greatnefs  of  a  Queen. 

What  pity  ’tis ! - but  1  no  charms  muft  fee 

In  her,  who  to  our  Gods  is  enemy. — ■* — 

Fair  Foe  of  Heav’n,  whence  comes  this  haughty  pride, 

Or  is  it  Frenzy  does  your  mind  mifguide 
Tofcorn  our  Worlhip,  and  new  Gods  to  find  ? 

S.  Cath.  Nor  pride,  nor  frenzy,  but  a  fetled  mind  *, 
Enlightened  from  above,  my  way  does  mark. 

*JMax.  Though  Heav’n  be  clear,  the  way  to  it  is  dark. 

S,  Cath.  But  where  our  Reafon  with  our  Faith  does  go, 
We’re  both  above  enlightned,  and  below. 

But  Reafon  with  your  fond  Religion  fights, 

For  many  Gods  are  many  Infinites : 

This  to  the  firft  Philofophers  was  known, 

Who,  under  various  names,  ador’d  but  one. 

Though  your  vain  Poets  after  did  miftake. 

Who  ev’ry  Attribute  a  God  did  make._ 

And  fb  obfcene  their  Ceremonies  be, 

As  good  men  loath,  and  Cato  blulh’d  to  fee. 

Max.  War  is  my  Province ;  Prieft,  why  ftand  you  mute  ? 
You  gain  by  Heav’n,  and  therefore  fhould  difpute, 

Jfol.  In  ail  Religions,  as  in  ours,  there  are 
Some  folid  truths,  and  fome  things  popular. 

The  popular  in  pleafing  Fables  lye, 

The  Truths  in  precepts  of  Morality. 

And  thefe  to  humane  life  are  of  that  ule, 

That  no  Religion  can  fuch  Rules  produce. 

S.  Cath.  Then  let  the  whole  difpute  concluded  be 
Betwixt  thefe  Rules  and  Chriltianity. 

Apol.  And  what  more  noble  can  your  Do&rine  preach, 
Than  Virtues  which  Philofophy  does  teach  ? 

To  keep  the  paflions  in  fevereft  awe. 

To  live  to  Reafon  (  Nature’s  greateft  Law  ) 
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To  follow  Vertue  is  its  own  reward ; 

And  good  and  ill,  as  things  without,  regard. 

S.  Catb.  Yet  few  could  follow  thofe  ftridt  Rules  they  gave  j 
For  humane  Life  will  humane  frailties  have  : 

And  love  of  Vertue  is  but  barren  praife. 

Airy  as  Fame ;  nor  ftrong  enough  to  raife 
The  attions  of  the  Soul  above  the  fence. 

Vertue  grows  cold  without  a  recompence. 

We  vertuous  Atts  as  Duty  do  regard  *, 

Yet  are  permitted  to  expett  reward. 

j4pol.  By  how  much  more  your  Faith  reward  allures, 

So  much  more  frank  our  Vertue  is  than  yours. 

S.  Gath.  Blind  men !  you  feek  even  thofe  rewards  you  blame : 

But  ours  are  folid,  yours  an  empty  name. 

Either  to  open  praife  your  Atts  you  guide. 

Or  elfe  reward  your  felves  with  fecret  pride. 

Jlpol.  Yet  ft  ill  our  Moral  Vertues  you  obey  : 

Ours  are  the  Precepts,  though  apply’d  your  way. 

S.  Gath.  Tis  true,  your  Riches  are  the  Fame  we  teach  j 
But  in  our  practice  they  much  higher  reach 
You  but  forbid  to  take  anothers  due  \ 

But  we  forbid  even  to  defire  it  too. 

Revenge  of  Injuries  you  Vertue  call, 

But  we  forgivenefs  of  our  wrongs  extoll : 

Immodeft  Deeds  you  hinder  to  be  wrought. 

But  we  profcri^e  the  leaft  immodeft  thought. 

So  much  your  Vertues  are  in  ours  refin’d. 

That  yours  but  reach  the  Aftions,  ours  the  mind. 

Max.  Anfwer  in  fhort  to  what  you  heard  her  fpeak.  [To  Apol. 
jfpol.  Where  Truth  prevails,  all  Arguments  are  weak, 

To  that  convincing  power  I  muft  give  place : 

And  with  that  Truth,  that  Faith  I  will  embrace. 

Max.  O  Traytor  to  our  Gods,  but  more  to  me  * 

Dar’ft  thou  of  any  Faith,  but  of  thy  Prince’s  be  ? 

But  lure  thou  rav’ft  •,  thy  foolifh  erroar  find  : 

Call  up  the  poifon  that  infects  thy  mind ; 

And  Ihun  the  torments  thou  art  fure  to  fed. 

jipol.  Nor  fire,  nor  torture,  nor  revenging  Steel 
Can  on  my  Soul  the  leaft  Imprefiion  make  : 

How  gladly,  Truth,  1  fufier  for  thy  lake  l 
Once  1  was  ignorant  of  what  was  fo  \ 

But  never  can  abandon  Truth  I  know  : 

My  Martyrdom  I  to  thy  Crown  prefer  \ 

Truth  is  a  Caufe  for  a  Philofopher. 
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5.  Gath.  Lofe  not  that  Courage  which  Heav’n  does  infpire  $ 

[To  Apollonius. 

But  fearlefs  go  to  be  baptiz’d  in  fire. 

Think  ’tis  a  Triumph,  not  a  danger  near: 

Give  him  your  Blood  ;  but  give  him  not  a  tear. 

Go,  and  prepare  my  Seat:  and  hovering  be 
Near  that  bright  fpace  which  is  refer v’d  for  me. , 

Max.  Hence  with  the  Traytor  *,  bear  him  to  his  Fate. 

Apol.  Tyrant,  I  fear  thy  pity,  not  thy  hate : 

A  Life  Eternal  I  by  Death  obtain. 

Max.  Go,  carry  him,  where  he  that  life  may  gain. 

Exeunt  Apollonius,  Valerius  and  Guards.. 
Placid.  From  ths  Enchantrefs  all  thefe  ills  are  come  : 

You  are  not  fafe  till  you  pronounce  her  doom. 

Each  hour  fhe  lives  a  Legion  fweeps  away  y 
She’ll  make  your  Army  Martyrs  in  a  day. 

Max.  ’Tis  juft :  this  Chriftian  Sorcerefs  (hall  dye  ; 

(Would  I  had  never  prov’d  her  Sorcery:) 

Not  that  her  charming  tongue  this  change  has  bred  *, 

I  fear  ’tis  fomething  that  her  eyes  have  fed. 

I,  lovq  :  and  am  alham’d  it  Ihould  be  feen,  N  [Afide. 

Flacid.  Sir,  (hall  (he  dye  > 

Max. - Confider  (he’s  a  Queen. 

Placid.  Thofe  Claims  in  Cleopatra  ended  were. 

Max.  How  many  Cleopatra's  live  in  her  ?  {.A fide. 

Flacid.  When  you  condemn’d  her,  Sir,  fhe  was  a  Queen. 

Max .  No,  Slave  *,  fhe  only  was  a  Captive  then. 

S.  Cath.  My  joyful  Sentence  you  defer  too  long. 

Max.  1  never  knew  that  Life  was  fuch  a  wrong. 

But  if  you  needs  will  dye,  — it  fhall  befo. 

- Yet  think  it  does  from  your  perverfenefs  flow- 

Men  fay,  indeed,  that  I  in  Blood  delight ; 

But  you  fhall  find —  Hafte,  take  her  from  my  fight. 

— For  Maxima  I  have  too  much  confefs’d  : 

And  for  a  Lover  not  enough  exprefs’d. 

Abfent,  1  may  her  Martyrdom  decree ; 

But  one  look  more  will  make  that  Martyr  me.  Exit.  S.  Cath  .guarded. 
Placid .  What  is  it,  Sir,  that  (hakes  your  mighty  mind  ? 

Max.  Somewhat  I  am  afham’d  that  thou  (hould’ft  find. 

Placid,  if  it  be  love  which  does  your  Soul  poflefs - « - 

tJMax.  Are  you  my  Rival,  that  fo  foon  you  guefs  ? 
rPlacid.  Far,  mighty  Prince,  be  fuch  a  Crimefrom  me,  [Kneeling. 
Which,  with  the  pride,  includes  impiety. 
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Could  you  forgive  it,  yet  the  Gods  above 
Would  never  pardon  me  a  Chriftian  Love. 

Max.  Thou  li’ft  —  there’s  not  a  God  inhabits  there, 

But  for  this  Chriftian  would  all  Heav’n  forfwear. 

Ev’n  Jove  would  try  more  lhapes  her  Love  to  win : 

And  in  new  Birds,  and  unknown  Beafts  would  fin : 

At  leaft,  if  Jove  could  Love  like  cJMaxmin. 

Placid.  A  Captive,  Sir,  who  would  a  Martyr  die  ? 

Max .  She  courts  not  Death,  but  Ihuns  Captivity. 

Great  gifts,  and  greater  promifes  I’ll  make  j 
And  what  Religion  is’t,  but  they  can  (hake  ? 

She  (ball  live  high :  Devotion  in  diftrefs 

Is  born,  but  vanilhes  in  happinefs.  [Exit  Maximm. 

Placid,  foltu.  His  Son  forgot,  his  Emprefs  unappeas’d  $ 

How  foon  the  Tyrant  with  new  Love  is  feiz’d  ! 

Love,  various  minds,  does  varioufly  infpire : 

He  ftirs  in  gentle  Natures,  gentle  fire* 

Like  that  of  Incenfe  on  the  Altars  laid : 

But  raging  flames  tempeftuous  Souls  invade. 

A  fire  which  every  windy  paflion  blows  *, 

With  pride  it  mounts,  and  with  revenge  it  glows. 

But  I  accurs’d  who  fervilely  muft  move ; 

And  footh  his  paflion  for  his  Daughters  Love ! 

Small  hope,  ’tis  true,  attends  my  mighty  care. 

But  of  ail  paflions,  Love  does  laft  defpair.  \JLxit. 


ACT  III.  SCENE  I. 

The  TaVillion* 

Maximin,  Placidius,  Guards  and  Attendants. 

Max.  ,TpHis  Love  that  never  could  my  youth  engage, 

JL  Peeps  out  his  Coward  Head  to  dare  my  age, 

Where  haft  thou  been  thus  long,  thou  fleeping  form, 

That  wak’ft  like  drowfie  Sea  men  in  a  ftorm  ? 

A  fullen  hour  thou  chufeft  for  thy  Birth : 

My  Love  Jhoots  up  in  Tempefts,  as  the  Earth 
Is  ftirr’d  and  loofen’d  in  a  bluft’ring  Wind, 

Whofe  blafts  to  waiting  Flowers  her  Womb  unbind. 

Placid.  Forgive  me,  if  I  fay  your  paflions  are 
So  rough,  as  if  in  Love  you  would  make  War, 

•  .  D  2  ,  •  But 
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But  Love  is  foft— — 

And  with  fofc  beauty  tenderly  complies  j 
in  Lips  it  laughs,  and  languilhes  in  Eyes. 

Max.  There  let  it  laugh  y  or,  like  an  Infant  weep : 

1  cannot  fuch  a  fupple  palfion  keep. 

Mine,  Biff  with  Age,  and  ftubborn  as  my  Arms, 

Walks  upright ;  ftoops  not  to,  but  meets  her  Charms. 

'Placid.  Y et  fiercenefs  fuits  not  with  her  gentle  kind  \ 

They  brave  Aflaults  y  but  may  be  undermin’d. 

Max.  Till  I  in  thofe  mean  Arts  am  better  read. 

Court  thou,  and  fawn,  and  flatter  in  my  ftead. 

Enter  S.  Catharine. 

She  comes ;  and  now,  methinks,  1  could  obey  : 

Her  Form  glides  through  me,  and  my  heart  gives  way : 

This  Iron  heart,  which  no  impreflion  took 

From  Wars,  melts  down  and  runs,  if  Ihe  but  look.  Maximin. 

Placid.  Madam,  I  from  the  Emperor  am  come 
T’  applaud  your  Vertue,  and  reverfe  your  Doom. 

He  thinks,  whatever  your  Religion  be. 

This  Palm  is  owing  to  your  conftancy. 

S.  fath.  My  conftancy  from  him  feeks  no  Renown  y 
Heav’n,  that  propos’d  theCourle,  will  give  the  Crown* 

Placid.  But  Monarchs  are  the  Gods  Vicegerents  here  y 
Heav’n  gives  rewards  y  but  what  it  gives  they  bear : 

From  Heaven  to  you  th’  Egyptian  Crown  is  fent, 

Yet  ’tis  a  Prince  who  does  the  Gift  prefent.  / 

S.  Cath.  The  Deity  I  ferve,  had  he  thought  fit, 

Could  have  prelerv’d  my  Crown  unconquer’d  yet : 

But  when  his  fecre't  Providence  defign’d 
To  ievel  that,  he  levell’d  top  my  mind  ; 

Which,  by  cent? adting  its  defireSj  is  taught 
The  humble  quiet  of  poflefling  nought. 

Placid .  ToStoicksleave  a  happinefs  fomeam: 

Your  Vertue  does  deferve  a  nobler  Scene. 

You  are  not  for  obfcurity  defign’d  : 

But,  like  the  Sun,  muft  cheer  all  humane  kind. 

S.  Cath.  No  happinefs  can  be  where  is  no  reft : 

Th’  unknown,  untalk’d  of  man  is  only  bleft. 

He,  as  in  lome  fafe  Cliffy  his  CeH  does  keep,  T 
From  thence  he  views  the  labours  of  the  Deep: 

The  Gold-fraught  Veflel  which  mad  Tempefts  beat, , 

He  fees  now  vainly  make  to  his  retreat  :  .  ' 

And,  when  from  far,  the  tenth  Wave  does  appear,^ 

Shrinks  up  in  filent  joy  that  he’s  not  there. 
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Placid .  You  have  a  Pilot  who  your  Ship  fecures  \ 

The  Monarch  both  of  Earth  and  Seas  is  yours. 

He  who  fo  freely  gives  a  Crown  away, 

Yet  asks  no  Tribute  but  what  you  may  pay. 

One  fmile  on  him  a  greater  wealth  beftows, 

Than  c AEgyft  yields,  when  overflows. 

S.  Cath.  1  cannot  wholly  innocent  appear, 

Since  I  have  liv’d  fuch  words  as  thefe  to  hear. 

O  Heav’n,  which  doft  of  chaftity  take  care ! - 

Placid.  Why  do  you  lofeah  unregarded  Pray’r  ? 

If  happinefs,  as  you  believe,  be  reft, 

That  quiet  fure  is  by  the  Gods  pofleft  — . 

’Tis  greatnefs  to  negleft,  or  not  to  know 
The  little  bufinefs  of  the  World  below. 

S.  Cath.  This  Doftrine  well-befitted  him,  who  thought 
A  cafual  World  was  from  wild  Atomes  wrought  s 
But  fuch  an  Order  in  each  chance  wc  fee, 

(Chain’d  to  its  Caufe,  as  that  to  its  Decree,) 

That  none  can  think  a  Workmanfhip  fo  rare. 

Was  built  or  kept  without  a  Workman’s  care. 

[To  them  Maximin,  Attendants  andGuards, 
Max.  Madam,  you  from  Placidius  may  have  heard 
Some  News,  which  will  your  happinefs  regard. 

For  what  a  greater  happinefs  can  be, 

Than  to  be  courted  and  be  lov’d  by  me  ? 

Th*  Egyptian  Crown  I  to  your  hands  remit ; 

And,  with  it,  take  his  heart  who  offers  it.  [She  turns  afide. 

Do  you  my  Perfonand  my  Gift.contemn? 

S.Cath .  My  hopes  pur fue  a  brighter  Diadem. 

Max.  Can  any.  brighter  than  the  Reman  be  ? 

I  find  my  proffer’d  Love  has  cheapen’d  me : 

Since  you  negleft  to  anfwer  my  defires, 

Know,  Princes,  you  Ihall  burn  in  other  Fires. 

- Why  Ihould  you  urge  me  to  fo  black  a  deed  ? 

Think  aft  my  anger  did  from  Love  proceed . 

S.  Cath.  Nor  threats,  nor  promifes  my  mind  can  move : 

Youlr  furious  anger,  nor  your  impious  Love. 
iMax.  The  Love  of  you  can  never  impious  be  {  - 

You  are  fo  pure - 

That  in  the  Aft  ’twonld  change  th’  impiety. 

Heav’n  would  unmake  it  fin — . . 

5.  Cath.  1  take  my  felf  from  thy  detefted  fight; 

To  my  refpeft  thou  haft  no  longer  right ; 
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Such  pow’r  in  Bonds  true  Piety  can  have, 

That  I  command,  and  thou  art  but  a  Slave.  -  [_Sxit,  S.  Cath. 

iJMax.  To  what  a  height  of  arrogance  (he  fwells! 

Pride  or  ill  Nature  ftill  with  Virtue  dwells*, 

Her  Death  (hall  fet  me  free  this  very  hour  *, 

- But  is  her  Death  within  a  Lovers  pow’r  > 

Wild  with  my  rage,  more  wild  with  my  defire. 

Like  meeting  Tides  —  but  mine  are  tides  of  fire. 

What  petty  promife  was’t  that  caus’d  this  frown  ? 

Placid.  You  heard  :  no  Iefs  than  the  /Egyptian  Crown. 

Max.  Throw  crypt’s  by,  and  offer  in  the  ftead  \ 

Offer-—  the  Crown  on  Berenice's  Head. 

I  am  refolv’d  to  double  till  I  win  *, 

About  it  ftraight,  and  fend  PoYphyrim  in.  [ 'Exit  Placid. 

We  look  like  Eagles  tow’ring  in  the  Sky  *, 

While  her  high  flight  ftill  raifes  mine  more  high. 

To  hint  Porphyrins. 

Toy.  Icome,  Sir,  to  expedyoiir  great  commands. 

\JMax.  My  happinefs  lies  only  in  thy  hands. 

And,  fince  I  have  adopted  thee  my  Son, 

I’ll  keep  no  Secret  from  thy  Breaft  unknown  }  i 

Led  by  the  int’reft  of  my  rifing  Fate,  • 

I  did  efpoufe  this  Emprefs  whom  I  hate : 

And  therefore  with  lefs  fliame  I  may  declare* 

That  I  the  Fetters  of  thy  Captive  wear. 

Por.  Sir,  yon  amaze  me  with  fo  ftrange  a  Love. 

Max .  Pity,  my  Son,  thofe  flames  you  difapprove. 

The  caufe  of  Love  can  never  be  affign’d  ; 

Tis  in  no  Face,  but  in  the  Lovers  mind. 

Por.  Yet  there  are  Beauties  which  attrad  all  Hearts  *, 

And  all  Mankind  lies  open  to  their  Darts, 

Whofe  Soveraignty,  without  difpute,  we  grant} 

Such  Graces,  fure,  your  Emprefs  does  not  want. 

tJtfax.  Beauty  has  bounds,  — - - 

And  can  no  more  to  every  Heart  be  fo, 

Than  any  Coin  through  every  Land  can  go. 

Some  fecret  Grace,  which  is  butfoto  me,  • ;  [ 

Though  not  fo  great,  may  yet  more  pow’rful  be : 

All  guard  themfelves  when  ftronger  Foes  invade  } 

Yet,  by  the  weak,  furprizes  may  be  made  : 

But  you,  my  Son,  are  not  to  judge,  but  aid.  , 

Por.  What  is  it,  Sir,  you  can  require  ofr-tne?  m  :  j  :  . 

Max.  I  would  from  TSertmcfs  Bonds  be  freb* 
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This  Yoke  of  Marriage  from  us  both  remove, 

Where  two  are  bound  to  draw,  though  neither  Love. 

Tor.  Neither  the  Gods  nor  Man  will  give  confent, 

To  put  in  prattife  your  unjuft  intent. 

Max.  Both  mull  confent  to  that  which  I  decree. 

Por.  The  Souldiers  love  her  Brother’s  memory ; 

And  for  her  fake  fome  Mutiny  will  ftir. 

Max.  Our  parting  therefore - fliall  be  fought  by  her. 

Go,  bid  her  fue  for  a  Divorce,  or  die ; 

I’ll  cut  th*  knot,  if  (he  will  not  unty  : 

Hafte  to  prepare  her,  and  thy  felf  return  \ 

Thy  Hymn' s  Torch  this  day  with  mine  (hall  burn. 

Tor.  Rather  my  Funeral  Torch  y  —  for  though  I  know 
Valeria's  fair,  and  that  (he  loves  me  too. 

’Gainft  her  my  Soul  is  arm’d  on  every  part : 

Yet  there  are  fecret  Rivets  to  my  heart  *  ■ 

Where  Berenices  Charms  have  found  the  way ; 

Subtile  as  Lightnings,  but  more  fierce  than  they. 

How  (hall  I  this  avoid,  or  gain  that  Love ! 

So  near  the  Rock,  I  to  the  Port  muft  motfe. 

To  him ,  Valeria  attended , 

Val.  Porphyrins ,  now  my  joy  1  may  exprefs, 

Nor  longer  hide  the  Love  I  muft  ponefs. 

Should  I  have  ftdid  till  Marriage  made  us  one, 

You  might  have  thought  it  was  by  duty  done  \ 

But  of  my  Heart  I  now  a  Prefent  make ; 

And  give  it  you  ere  it  be  yours  to  take. 

Accept  it  as  when  early  fruit  we  fend  : 

And  let  the  rarenefs  the  final!  gift  commend. 

Por.  Great  Monarchs,  like  your  Father,  often  give 
What  is  above  a  Subject  to  receive : 

But  faithful  Officers  ffiould  countermand. 

And  flop  the  gift  that  paffies  through  their  hand : 

And  to  their  Prince,  that  mafs  of  wealth  reftore, 

Which  lavilh’d  thus,  would  make  whole  Nations  poor*. 

Val .  But  to  this  gift,  a  double  right  you  have : 

My  Father  gives  but  what  before  I  gave. 

Por.  In  vain  you  fuch  unequal  Prefents  make, 

Which  I  ftill  want  capacity  to  take. 

Such  fatal  bounty  once  the  Gauls  did  Ihow  y 
They  threw  their  Rings,  but  threw  their  Targets  too^ 
Bounty  fo  plac’d,,  does  more  like  mine  look  j 
You  pour  the  Ocean  on  a  narrow  Brook. 


Zl 


LExitl 


Pali 


ii  Tr^N^icK  love-  or, 

Val.  Yet  if  your  Love  before  prepares  a  Boat, 

Theftream  fo  pour’d,  drowns  notj  but  makes  it  float. 

Tor.  But  when  the  Veflel  is  on  Quick- fands  caft, 

The  flowing  Tide  does  more  the  fluking  haft, 
p  Val.  And  on  what  Quick  fands  can  your  heart  be  thrown  ? 

Can  you  a  Love  befldes  Valeria's  own  ? 

Tor.  If  he  who  at  your  Feet  his  Heart  would  lay, 

Be  met  with  firft,  and  robb’d  upon  the  way. 

You  may  indeed  the  Robbers  ftrength  accufe, 

But  pardon  him  who  did  the  Prefent  lofe. 

Val.  Who  is  this  Thief  that  does  my  right  poflefs  ? 

Name  her,  and  then  we  of  her  ftrength  may  guefs - 

From  whence  does  your  unwonted  filence  come  ? 

Tor.  She  bound  and  gagg’d  me,  and  has  left  me  dumb. 

Val.  But  of  my  wrongs  I  will  aloud  complain  : 

Falfe  man,  thou  would’ft  excufe  thy  felf  in  vain  : 

For  thee  1  did  a  Maidens  blulh  forfake ; 

And  own’d  a  Love  tbou  haft  refus’d  to  take. 

Tor.  Refus’d  it!  — —  like  aMifermidft  his  ftore, 

Who  grafps,  and  grafps,  till  lie  can  hold  no  more  \ 

And  when  his  ftrength  is  wanting  to  his  mind. 

Looks  back,  and  fighs  on  what  he  left  behind. 

Val.  No,  I  refume  that  heart  thou  didft  poflefs  5 
My  Father  (hall  my  injuries  redrefs: 

With  me  thou  Iofeft  his  Imperial  Crown, 

And  fpeedy  Death  attends  upon  his  frown. 

Tor.  You  may  revenge  your  wrongs  a  nobler  way; 

Command  my  Death,  and  I  will  foon  obey; 

Val.  No,  Jive ;  for  on  thy  Life  my  Cure  depends : 

In  Debtors  Deaths  all  obligation  ends : 

’Twill  be  fome  eafe  ungrateful  thee  to  call  •, 

And  Bankrupt-like,  fay,  Trufting  him  loft  all. 

Tor.  Upbraided  thus,  what  gen’rous  man  would  live ! 

But  Fortune  will  revenge  what  you  forgive. 

When  I  refufe  *,  (as  in  few  hours  I  muft) 

This  offer’d  grace,  your  Father  will  be  juft. 

Val.  Be  juft  !  fay  rather  he  will  cruel  prove, 

To  kill  that  only  perfon  1  can  love. 

Yet  fo  it  is!  - — - - 

Your  int’reft  in  the  Army  is  fo  high  ; 

That  he  muft  make  you  his,  or  you  muft  die ! 

It  is  refolv’d  !  who  e’r  my  Rival  be,  £ Afide  after  a  pahfe. 

i’illhow  that  I  deferve  him  more  than  (he. 
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And  if  at  laft  he  does  ingrateful  prove, 

My  conftancy  it  felf  rewards  my  Love.  [Exit. 

For.  She’s  gone,  and  gazing  round  about,  I  fee 
Nothing  but  death,  or  glorious  mifery ; 

Here  Empire  ftands,  if  I  could  Love  difjrtace  * 

There,  hopelefs  Love,  with  more  Imperial  Grace ; 

Thus  as  a  finking  Hero  compafs’d  round. 

Beckons  his  braveft  Foe  for  his  laft  wound, 

And  him  into  his  part  of  Fame  does  call, 

HI  turn  my  face  to  Love,  and  there  I’ll  fall. 

To  him  Berenice,  Erotion. 

Ber.  I  come,  Porphyrin s9  to  congratulate 
This  happy  change  of  your  exalted  Fate : 

You  to  the  Empire  are,  I  hear,  defign’d 
And  fair  Valeria  muft  th’  Alliance  bind. ' 

For.  Would  Heav’n  had  my  fucceffion  fo  decreed, 

That  I  in  all  might  Maximin  fueceed  ! 

He  offers  me  th’  Imperial  Crown,  ’tis  true  : 

I  would  fucceed  him,  but  it  is  in  you. 

Ber.  In  me  !  I  never  did  accept  your  Love  \ 

But  you,  I  fee,  would  handfomly  remove : 

And  I  can  give  you  leave  without  a  frown : 

I  always  thought  you  merited  a  Crown. 

For .  I  never  fought  that  Crown  but  on  your  Brow  $ 

But  you  with  fuch  indifPrence  would  allow 
My  change,  that  you  have  kill’d  me  with  that  breath : 

I  feel  your  fcorn  cold  as  the  hand  of  death. 

Ber.  You’ll  come  to  life  in  your  Valeria's  arms : 

Tis  true,  I  cannot  boaft  of  equal  charms } 

Or  if  I  could,  I  never  did  admit 
Your  Love  to  me,  but  only  fuffer’d  it. 

I  am  a  Wife,  and  can  make  no  return  * 

And  ’twere  but  vain,  in  hopeleft  fires  to  burm 
For.  Unkind  !  can  you,  whom  only  I  adore, 

"Set  open  to  your  Slave  the  Prifon-door  ? 

-You  ufe  my  heart  juft  as  you  would  afford 
A  fatal  freedom  to  fome  harmlefs  Bird, 

Whom,  breeding,  you  ne’r  taught  to  feek  its  food  ; 

And  now  let  flie  to  perifh  in  the  Wood. 

Ber.  Then,  if  you  will  love  on,  and  difobey, 

And  lofe  an  Empire  for  my  fake,  you  may. 

Will  a  kind  look  from  me  pay  all  thisfcore. 

For  you  well  know  you  muft  expeft  no  more? 
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Por.  All  I  deferve  it  will,  not  all  I  wifh : 

But  I  will  brave  the  Tyrants  rage  for  this. 

If  1  refufe,  my  death  mult  needs  enfue  j 
But  you  lhail  fee  that  i  dare  die  for  you. 

Ber.  Would  you  for  me, 

A  Beauty,  and  an  Empire  too  deny  ? 

1  love  you  now  fo  well - that  you  fhall  die, 

Die  mine  *,  ’cis  all  l  can  with  honour  give : 

Nor  fliould  you  die,  if  after,  I  would  live. 

But  when  your  Marriage  and  your  death  I  view. 

That  makes  you  falfe,  but  this  will  keep  you  true. 

For.  Unbind  thy  brows,  and  look  abroad  to  fee, 

O  mighty  Love,  thy  mightieft  Vidory  I 

'Ber.  And  yet - -  is  there  no  other  way  to  try  ? 

,  ’Tis  hard  to  fay  I  love,  and  let  you  die. 

For.  Yes,  there  remains  fome  help,  which  you  might  give, 

If  you,  as  I  would  die  for  Love,  would  live. 

Ber.  If  death  for  Love  be  fweet,  fure  life  is  more : 

Teach  me  the  means  your  fafety  toreftore. 

Por.  Yuur  Tyrant  the  /Egyptian  Princefs  loves ; 

And  to  that  heighth  his  fwelling  paffion  moves. 

That,  fearing  in  your  death  the  "Souldiers  force, 

He  from  your  Bed  does  ftudy  a  Divorce. 

Ber.  Th’  /Egyptian  Princefs  I  difputing  heard, 

And  as  a  Miracle  her  mind  regard. 

But  yet  I  wifh  that  this  Divorce  be  true.  [Givts  ber  hand. 

For.  ’Tis,  Madam,  but  it  muft  be  fought  by  you. 

By  this  he  will  all  Mutinies  prevent  j 
And  this,  as  well,  fecures  your  own  content. 

Ber.  I  hate  this  Tyrant,  and  his  Bed  I  loath 
But,  once  fubmitting,  I  am  ti’d  to  both : 

Ti’d  to  that  Honour,  which  all  Women  owe, 

Though  not  their  Husbands  perfon,  yet  their  vow. 

Something  fo  Sacred  in  that  Bond  there  is, 

That  none  fhould  think  there  could  be  ought  amifs  : 

And  if  there  be,  we  fhould  in  filence  hide 

Thofe  faults,  which  blame  our  choice  when  they  are  fjpi’d. 

Por.  But,  fince  to  all  the  world  his  crimes  are  known, 

And,  byhimfelf  the  Civil  War’s  begun. 

Would  you  disadvantage  of  the  fight  delay, 

If,  ftriking  firft,  you  were  to  win  the  day  ? 

Ber.  I  would,  like  Jews  upon  their  Sabbath,  fall: 

And,  rather  than  ftrike  firft,  riot  ftrike  at  all. 
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Tor.  Againft  your  felf  you  fadly  prophefie : 

You  either  this  Divorce  mull  fefek,  or  die. 

Ber .  Then  death  from  all  my  griefs  (hall  fefcmefree. 

Tor .  And  would  you  rather  chufe  your  death,  than  me. 

Ber.  My  earthy  part - - — 

Which  is  my  Tyrants  right,  death  will  remove, 

I’ll  come  all  Soul  and  Spirit  to  your  Love. 

With  filenc  fteps  I’ll  follow  you  all  day*. 

Or  elfe  before  you,  in  the  Sun-beams,  play. 

I’ll  lead  you  thence  to  melancholy  Groves, 

And  there  repeat  the  Scenes  of  our  pall  Loves. 

At  night,  I  will  within  your  Curtains  peep  \ 

With  empty  arras  embrace  you  while  you  fleep.' 

In  gentle  dreams  I  often  will  be  by ; 

And  fweep  along,  before  your  doling  eye. 

All  dangers  from  your  Bed  I  will  remove  \ 

But  guard  it  moll  from  any  future  Love. 

And  when  atlaft,  in  pity  you  will  die: 

I’ll  watch  your  Birth  of  Immortality : 

Then,  Turtle-like,  I'll  to  my  Mate  repair  ; 

And  teach  you  your  firft  flight  in  open  Air.  ^Exit  Berenice  turn  Erotio. 

Tor.  She  has  but  done  what  Honour  did  require : 

Nor  can  1  blame  that  Love,  which  I  admire. 

But  then  her  death! 

I’ll  Hand  betwixt,  it  firft  (hall  pierce  my  heart : 

We  will  be  ftuck  together  on  his  dart. 

But  yet  the  danger  not  fo  high  does  grow : 

I’ll  charge  death  firft,  perhaps  repulle  him  too.1 
But,  if  o’r-pow’rd,  I  muft  be  over-come  ? 

Forc’d  back,  I’ll  fight  each  inch  into  my  Tomb. 


ACT  IV.  SCENE  I. 

Indian  Cave. 

Placidius,  Nigrinus.  Nigrinus  with  two  drawn  Swords, 
held  upwards  in  his  hands. 

Tlatid.  A  LL  other  means  have  fail’d  to  move  her  heart  \ 

J-X.  Our  laft  recourle  is  therefore  to  your  Art. 

Nig.  Of  Wars,  and  Bloodlhed,  and  of  dire  Events, 

Of  Fates;  and  fighting  Kings,  their  Inftruments, 

E  2  S  could 
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I  could  with  greater  certainty  foretel 
Love  only  does  in  doubts  and  darknefs  dwell : 

For,  like  a  Wind,  it  in  no  quarter  Hays*, 

But  points  and  veers  each  hour  a  thoufand  ways. 

On  Women  Love  depends,  and  they  on  Will  *, 

Chance  turns  their  Orb,  while  Deftiny  fits  ftill. 

Placid.  Leave  nothing  unattempted  in  your  pow’r  : 
Remember  you  oblige  an  Emperour. 

Nig.  An  earthy  Fiend  by  compact  me  obeys  y 
But  him  to  light  intents  I  mull  not  raife. 

Some  Aftral  forms  1  mull  invoke  by  pray’r, 

Fram’d  all  of  pureft  Atoms  of  the  Air  *, 

Not  in  their  Natures  (imply  good  or  ill } 

But  moft  fubfervient  to  bad  Spirits  will. 

Nakar  of  thofe  does  lead  the  mighty  Bandr 
For  eighty  Legions  move  at  his  Command  : 

Gentle  to  all,  but  far  above  the  reft, 

Mild  Nakar  loves  his  foft  Damilcar  belt. 

In  Aery  Chariots  they  together  ride  \ 

And  (ip  the  Dew  as  through  the  Clouds  they  glide  i 
Thefe  are  the  Spirits  which  in  Love  have  pow’r. 

Placid.  Hafte,  and  invoke ’em  in  a  happy  hour.' 

Nig.  And  fo  it  proves :  for,  counting  fev’n  from  Noon, 
5Tis  Vems  hour,  and  in  the  wexing  Moon. 

With  Chalk  I  firft  defcribe  a  Circle  here, 

Where  thefe  iEtherial  Spirits  muft  appear. 

Come  in,  come  in }  for  here  they  will  be  ftrait : 

Around,  around,  the  placed  fumigate : 

My  fumigation  is  to  Verms,  juft  : 

The  Souls  of  Rofes,  and  red  Corals  duft: 

A  lump  of  Sperma  Ceti  \  and  to  thefe 
The  ftalks  and  chips  of  Lignum  Aloes. 

And,  laft,  to  make  my  fumigation  good, 

"Tis  mixt  with  Sparrows  brains,  and  Pigeons  blood* 

Nigrinusf^w  up  the  Swords. 

They  come,  they  come,  they  come  !  I  hear ’em  now. 

Placid.  A  death-like  damp  fits  cold  upon  my  brow : 

And  mifty  vapours  fwim  before  my  fight. 

Nig.  They  come  not  in  a  (hape  to  caufe  your  fright.  . 

Nakar  and  Damilcar  defcend  in  Clouds,  and  fng. 

Nakar.  Heark^fmy  Damilcar,  we  are  call'd  below! 

Dam.  Let  us  go ,  lot  us  go  ! 

Go  to  relieve  the  care 

Of  longing  Lovers  in  defpair!  .  ] 
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Nakar.  Merry ,  merry,  merry ,  we  fail  from  the  Eaft , 

Half  tipled  at  a  Rain-bow  Feaft. 

Dam.  In  the  bright  Moon-fhine ,  while  winds  whiftle  load, 

Tivy ,  tivy,  tivy ,  we  mount  and  we  fly , 

AM  racking  along  in  a  downy  white  Cloud  : 

And  left  our  leap  from  the  Skie  [hould  prove  too  far , 

We  flide  on  the  back,  of  a  new  falling  Star . 

Nakar.  And  drop  from  above ,  ; 

In  a  Geliy  of  Love  ! 

Dam.  But  now  the  Sun's  down ,  and  the  Element's  red. 

The  Spirits  of  Fire  again  ft  us  make  head  ! 

Nakar.  They  mufter,  they  mufter,  like  Gnats  in  the  v4ir 
Alas  !  1  muft  leave  thee ,  my  Fair 
And  to  my  light  Horf e-men  repair. 

Dam.  O  ft  ay,  for  you  need  not  to  fear  'em  to  night , 

The  wind  is  for  us,  and  blows  full  in  their  fight : 
tyfnd  o'r  the  wide  Ocean  we  fight ! 

Like  leaves  in  the  Autumn  our  Foeswill  fall  down  \ 

And hijs  in  the  water.-  . .  . 

Both.  And  h'tfs  in  the  Water ,  and  drowp  / 

Nakar.  But  their  men  lie  fecurely  intrenched  in  a  Cloud  : 
tAnd  a  Trumpeter*  Hornet  to  Battel  founds  loud. 

.Dam.  Now  Mortals  that  fpie 
How  we  tilt  in  the  Skie 
With  wonder  will  gaze  '. 

And  fear  fuch  events  as  will  ne'r  come  to  pafs  / 

Nakar.  Stay  you  to  perform  what  the  man  will  have  done( 

Dam.  Then  call  me  again  when  the  Battel  is  won. 

Both.  So  ready  and  quick,  is  a  Spirit  of  Air. 

To  pity  the  Lover,  and  fuccour  the  fair. 

That ,  filent  and  fwift ,  that  little  foft  God, 

Is  here  with  a  wifty  and  is  gone  with  a  nod. 

The  Clouds  part, Mvfcti  flies  up,  and  D&milcar  down. 

Nig.  I  charge  thee,  Spirit,  flay  •,  and  by  the  pow’r  ITo  DamiL 

Of  Nakar' s  Love,  and  of  this  holy  Wand. 

On  the  North  quarter  of  my  Circle  Hand. 

(  Sev’n  foot  around  for  my  defence  I  take ! ) 

To  all  my  queftions  faithful  anfwers  make  *, 

So  may’ft  thou  live  thy  thoufend  years  in  peace, 

And  fee  thy  Aery  Progeny  increafe : 

So  may’ft  thou  ftill  continue  young  and  fair. 

Fed  by  the  blaft  of  pure  /Etherial  AiiN 
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And,  thy  full  term  expir’d,  without  all  pain, 

Diflblve  into  thy  Aftral  Source  again. 

Danu  Name  not  my  hated  Rival  Gemory , 

And  I’ll  fpeak  true  what  e’r  thy  (Jueftions  be. 

Nig.  Thy  Rival’s  hated  name  I  will  refrain : 

Speak,  fliail  the  Emperour  his  Love  obtain  ? 

Dam.  Few  hours  fhall  pals  before  your  Emperour  lhaH  be 
Poflefs’d  of  that  he  loves,  or  from  that  love  be  free. 

Placid.  Shall  I  enjoy  that  Beauty  I  adore  ? 

Dam.  She  Suppliant  like,  e’r  long,  thy  fuccour  (hall  implore : 
And  thou  with  her  thou  lov’d  in  happinefs  may’ll  live  s 
Iffhe  not  dies  before,  who  all  thy  jays  can  give. 

Nig.  Say,  what  does  the  Egyptian  Princefs  now  ? 

Dam.  A  gentle  dumber  fits  upon  her  brow. 

Nig.  Go,  Hand  before  her  in  a  golden  dream  j 
Set  all  the  pleafures  of  the  World  to  (how, 

And  in  vain  joys  let  her  loofe  Spirit  flow. 

Dam.  Twice  fifty  Tents  remove  her  from  'your  fight. 

But  I’ll  cut  through  ’em  all  with  rays  of -fight: 

And  covering  other  objefts  to  your  Eyes, 

Show  where  intrantM  in  filent  deep  fhe  lies. 

Damilcar  ft  amps,  and  themed  arifcswith  St.  Catharine  in  if 

Dam.  finging.  You  pleafmg  Dreams  of  Love  and  ftvdet  delight, 
appear  before  thisflumbriug  Virgins  fight  : 

Soft  Piftons  fet  her  free 
Prom  mournful  piety. 

Let  her  [ad  thoughts  front  Heart n  retire  \ 

And  let  the  melancholy  Love 
Of  thofe  remoter  joy j  above 
Give  place  to  your  more  fprightly  ftre. 

Let  purling  Streams  be  in  her  fancy  feen  % 

And  flow' ry  OMeads,  and  Pales  of  cheerful  Greet? 
And  in  the  midft  of  deathlefs  Graves 
Soft  ftghing  wifnes  ly , 

And  jmiling  hopes  faft  by, 

And  juft  beyond  *em  ever-laughing  Loves. 

A  Scene  of  a  Farad  ife  is  dvfcovered, 

*»  ‘  V  "  *  1  '  J  ^  I  f  1  *  If  11  •  '  I 

Placid.  Some  pleafing  Obje&s  do  her  mind  employ  $ 

For  on  her  face  I  read  a  wandring  joy. 
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Dam.  Ah  how  fwcet  it  is  to  love , 

t Ah  how  gay  is  young  do  fire  ! 

And  what  pleafing  pains  we  prove 
When  we  firft  approach  JLoves  fire  ! 

Tains  of  Love  be  fweeter  far 
Than  all  other  pleafures  are. 

Sighs  which  are  from  Lovers  blown. 

Do  but  gently  heave  the  Heart : 

8v’n  the  Tears  they  jhed  alone 
Curey  like  trickling  Balm  their  fmarf. 

Lovers  when  they  lofe  their  breath, 

Bleed  away  in  eafy  Death, 

Love  and  Time  with  reverence  ufer 
Treat  ’em  like  a  parting  Friend : 

Nor  the  golden  gifts  refufe 
Which  in  youth  Jtncere  they  fend :  * 

For  each  Tear  their  price  is  more , 

And  they  left  fimple  than  before, 

Lovey  like  Spring-Tides  full  and  high r 
Swells  in  every  youthful  vein  : 

But  each  Tide  does  lefs  fupply,  ) 

Till  they  cjuite  Jhrink^in  again  : 

If  a  flow  in  age  appear, 

5 Tis  but  rain ,  ana  runs  not  clear. 

At  the  end  of  the  Song ,  a  Dance  of  Spirits.  After  which  Amariel,  the  Guar¬ 
dian-  cAngel  of  St.  Catharine,  defcends  to  Jo  ft  ^Thfufc^  with  a  flaming 
Sword.  The  Spirits  crawl  off  the  Stage  amaz.edly,  «»^Damilcar  runs  to  et 
Corner  of  it. 

Amar.  From  the  bright  Empire  of  Eternal  Day, 

Where  waiting  minds  For  Heav’ns  Commiffion  ftay, 

Amariel  flies :  (a  darted  Mandate  came 

From  that  great  Will  which  moves  this  mighty  frame, 

Bid  me  to  thee,  my  Royal  Charge,  repair,  < 

To  guard  thee  from  the  Dasmons-of  the  Air  } 

My  flaming  Sword,  above  ’em  to  difplay, 

(All  keen  and  ground  upon  the  edge  of  day ;)  _ 

,  ..  .  <  The. 
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The  flat  to  fweep  the  Vifions  from  thy  mind, 

The  edge  to  cut  ’em  through  that  flay  behind. ) 

Vain  Spirits,  you  thatfhunning  Heav’ns  high  noon, 

Swarm  here  bennath  the  concave  of  the  Moon, 

What  folly,  or  what  rage  your  duty  blinds, 

To  violate  the  deep  of  holy  minds  > 

Hence  to  the  task  afflgn’d  you  here  below  s 
Upon  the  Ocean  make  loud  tempefts  blow : 

Into  the  wombs  of  hollow  Clouds  repair, 

And  crufti  out  Thunder  from  the  bladder’d  Air. 

From  pointed  Sun-beams  take  the  Mids  they  drew, 

And  fcatter  ’em  again  in  pearly  dew : 

And  of  the  bigger  drops  they  drain  below, 

Some  mould  in  Hail,  and  others  damp  in  Snow. 

Dam.  Mercy,  bright  Spirit,  I  already  feel : 

The  piercing  edge  of  thy  immortal  fteel : 

Thou,  Prince  of  day,  from  Elements  Art  free ; 

And  I  all  body  when  compar’d  to  thee. 

Thou  tread’ft  th*  Abyfs  of  light ! 

And  where  it  dreams  with  open  eyes  canft  go : 

We  wander  in  the  Fields  of  Air  below : 

Changlings  and  Fools  of  Heav’ri :  and  thence  fhut  out, 
Wildly  we  roam  in  difcontent  about : 

Grofs-heavy-fed,  next  man  in  ignorance  and  fin, 

And  fpotted  all  without,  and  dusky  all  within. 

Without  thy  Sword  I  perilh  by  thy  fight, 

I  reel,  and  dagger,  and  am  drunk  with  light. 

tAma.  If  e’r  again  thou  on  this  place  art  found  *, 

Full  fifty  years  1*11  Chain  thee  under  ground  j 
The  damps  of  Earth  fhall  be  thy  daily  food  5 
Al!  fwoln  and  bloated  like  a  dungeon  toad  : 

And  when  thou  Ihalt  be  freed  ,  yet  thou  flialt  Iy 
Gafping  upon  the  ground,  too  faint  to  fly  \ 

And  lag  below  thy  fellows  in  the  sky. 

Dam.  O pardon,  pardon,  this  accurfed  Deed, 

And  I  no  more  on  Magick  fumes  will  feed  *, 

Which  drew  me  hither  by  their  pow’rful  dreams. 

Ama.  t»  S.  Cath.  ]  Go  expiate  thy  guilt  in  holy  dreams 
But  thou,  fweet  Saint,  henceforth  didurb’d  no  more 
With  dreams  not  thine,  thy  thoughts  to  Heav’n  redore. 
The  Angel  afoends ,  and  the  Scene  fonts. 


} 


Nig.  Some  holy  Being  does  invade  this  place. 
And  from  their  duty  does  my  Spirits  chafe. 


[Ex.  Dam. 


I  dare 
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I  dare  no  longer  near  it  make  ^bode : 

No  Charms  prevail  againft  the  Chriftian’s  God.  , 

Placid.  How  doubtfully  thefe  Spettres  Fate  foretell ! 

In  double  fenfe,  and  twi-light  truth  they  dwell : 

Like  fawning  Courtiers,  for  fuccefs  they  wait. 

And  then  come  fmiling  and  declare  for  Fate. 

Enter  Maximin  and  Porphyrius,  attended  by  Valerius 


tfixk. 


and  Guards . 

But  fee,  the  Tyrant  and  my  Rival  come : 

I,  like  the  Fiends,  will  flatter  in  his  Doom  : 

None  but  a  Fool  diftaftful  truth,  will  tell, 

So  it  be  new,  and  pleafe,  ’tis  full  as  well. 

Placid,  j vhifpers  with  the  Smperour ,  who  feems  pleas’d. 
Max .  You  charm  me  with  your  News,  which  1*11  reward : 

By  hopes  we  are  for  coming' joys  prepar’d  : 

Poflefs  her  Love,  or  from  that  Love  be  free — - — 

Heav’n  fpeaks  me  fair :  if  fhe  as  kind  can  prove, 

I  fhall  poflefs,  but  never  quit  my  Love. 

Go ,  tell  me  when  fhe  wakes -  C Exit  Placidius. 

Porphyrius  feems  to  beg  fomething  of  him . 

■ — - - - Porphyrius ,  no  ; 

She  has  refus’d,  and  I  will  keep  my  Vow. 

Por.  For  your  own  fake,  .your  cruel  Vow  defer  \ 

The  time’s  unfafe,  your  Enemies  are  near. 

And  to  difpleafe  your  men  when  they  fhould  fight - 

Max.  My  looks  alone  my  Enemies  will  fright  j 
And  o’r  my  men  I’ll  fet  my  careful  Spies, 

To  watch  Rebellion  in  their  very  Eyes. 

No  more,  I  cannot  bear  the  leafl;  reply. 

Por.  Yet,  Tyrant,  thou  fhalt  perifh  e’re  fhe  dye.  l^Afide. 

Enter  Valeria. 

Valeria  here  !  how  Fortune  treats  me  ftill 
With  various  harms,  magnificently  ill  1 
Max.  Valeria ,  I  was  fending  to  your  Tent,  C To  Valeria. 

But  my  Commands  your  prefence  does  prevent.' 

This  is  the  hour  wherein  the  Prieft  fhall  join 
Your  holy  Loves,  and  make  Porphyrius  mine. 

Val»  ajide.2  Now  hold,  my  heart,  and  Venus  I  implore, 

Be  Judge  if  Ihe  he  loves  deferves  him  more. 

Por.  afide Pall  hope !  and  all  in  vain  I  would  preferve 
My  Life,  not  for  my  felf,  but  her  I  ferve. 

Val.  I  come,  Great  Sir,  your  Juflice  to  demand.  '  [To  the  Smp. 

tJteax,  You  cannot  doubt  it  from  a  Father’s  hand. 


TT^ANNICK  LOVE ; 


Tor.  Sir,  I  confefs  before  her  Suit  be  known  5 
And,  by  my  felf  condemn’d,  my  crime  I  owne. 

I  have  refus’d - 

Vd.  — - Peace,  Peace,  while  I  confefs 

I  have  refus’d  thee  for  unworthinefs. 

Tor.  I  am  amaz’d 


Max.  - - - What  Riddles  do  you  ufe? 

Dare  either  of  you  my  Commands  refufe? 

Vd.  Yes,  I  dare  owne  howe’er  ’twas  wifely  done 
T’  adopt  fo  mean  a  perfon  for  your  Son  : 

So  low  you  fhould  not  for  your  Daughter  chufe : 

And  therefore.  Sir,  this  Marriage  I  refufe. 

Max.  Yon  lik’d  the  Choice  when  ftrft  [  thought  it  fit. 
Vd.  I  had  not  then  enough  confider’d  it. 

Max.  And  you  have  now  confiderid  it  too  much: 
Secrets  of  Empire  are  not  fafe  to  touch. 

Tor.  Let  not  your  mighty  anger  rife  too  high  j 
’Tis  not  Valeria  merits  it,  but  I. 

My  own  unworthinefs  fo  well  I  knew, 

That  from  her  Love  I  confcioufty  withdrew. 

Vd.  Thus  rather  than  endure  the  little  Ihame 
To  be  refus’d,  you  blaft  a  Virgin’s  name. 

You  to  refufe,  and  I  to  be  deny’d  !  , 

Learn  more  difcretion,  or  be  taught  lefs  pride. 

Tor.  O  Heav’n,  in  what  a  Lab’rinth  am  lied ! 


I  could  get  out,  but  Ihe  detains  the  Thred ! 

Now  I  mult  wander  on  till  I  can  fee, 

Whether  her  pity  or  revenge  it  be  ! 

Max  With  what  Child’s  anger  do  you  think  you  play  ? 
I’ll  pu  dlh  both,  if  either  difobey. 

Vd.  Since  all  the  fault  was  mine,  I  am  content 
Torphyrias  fhould  not  fhare  the  punilhment. 

Tor.  Blind  that  I  was  till  now,  that  could  not  fee, 

’Twas  all  th’  effects  of  generofity. 

She  loves  me,  ev’n  to  fuffer  for  my  fake  *, 

And  on  her  felf  would  my  refufal  take. 

Max.  Children  to  ferve  their  Parents  int’refl  live. 

Take  heed  what  Doom  again#  your  felf  fovt  give. 

Tor.  Since  fne  mult  fuffer,  if  I  do  not  fpeak, 

’Tis  time  the  Laws  of  Decency  to  break. 

She  told  me,  Sir,  that  (he  your  Choice  approv’d, 

And  (though  I  blufh  to  owne  it)  laid  fhe  lov’d, 

Lov’d  me  defertlefs,  who,  with  fharne,  cotife# 

Another  Flame  had  feiz’d  upon  ray  Brett. 


[ \  A  fide 
To  Val. 


Which 
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Which  when,  too  late,  the  generous  Princefs  knew, 
And  fear’d  your  Juftice  would  my  Grime  purfue, 
Upon  iier  felf  (he  makes  the  Tempefts  fall, 

And  my  refufal  her  contempt  would  call. 

Val.  He  raves,  Sir,  and  to  cover  my  difdaini 
Unhandfomly  would  his  denial  feign. 

And  all  means  failing  him,  at  laft  would  try 
T’ufurp  the  credit  of  a  fcorn,  and  dye. 

But — let  him  live - his  punilhment  (hall  be 

The  grief  his  pride  will  bring  for  lofing  me. 

Max.  You  both  obnoxious  to  my  Juftice  are ; 

And,  Daughter,  you  have  not  deferv’d  my  care.' 

’Tis  my  Command  you  ftrhftly  guarded  be, 

Till  your  fantaftick  Quarrel  you  agree. 

Por.  Sir - 


*JMax.  I’ll  not  hear  you  (peak,  her  crime  is  plain, 

She  ownes  her  pride  which  you  perhaps  may  feign. 

She  /hall  be  Prifoner  till  Ihe  bend  her  mind 
To  that  which  is  for  both  of  you  defign’d. 

Fid.  You’ll  find  it  hard  my  free  born  Will  to  bound. 

Max.  I’ll  find  that  pow’r  o’r  Wills  which  Heav’n  ne’r  found. 

Free  Will’s  a  Cheat  in  any  one  but  me  * 

In  all  but  Kings  ’tis  willing  Slavery. 

An  unfeen  Fate  which  forces  the  defire, 

The  Will  of  Puppets  danc’d  upon  a  Wire. 

A  Monarch  is 

The  Spirit  of  the  World  in  every  mind  ; 

He  may  match  Wolves  to  Lambs,  and  make  it  kind. 

Mine  is  the  bufinefs  of  your  little  Fates : 

And  though  you  war,  like  petty  wrangling  States, 

You’re  in  my  hand  \  when  1  bid  you  ceale, 

You  (hall  be  crulh’d  together  into  peace. 

Vd.  Afide.  Thus  by  the  World  my  courage  will  be  priz’d  \ 

Seeming  to  fcorn,  who  am,  alas,  defpis’d  : 

Dying  for  Love’s,  fulfilling  Honour’s  Laws ; 

A  fecret  Martyr  while  I  owne  no  Caufe.  {Exit  Valeria. 

Max.  ^Porphyrins ,  ftay  •,  there’s  Torafething  I  would  hear  : 

You  faid  you  lov’d,  and  you  muft  tell  me  where. 

Por.  All  Heav’n  is  to  my  foie  deftru<ftion  bent.  {Afide. 

Max.  You  would,  it  feems,  have  leifure  to  invent. 

Por .  Her  name  in  pity,  Sir,  I  muft  forbear, 

Left  my  offences  you  revenge  on  her. 

Max.  My  promife  for  her- Life  I  do  engage. 

Por.  Will  that,  Sir,  be  remembred  in  your  rage  ? 

•  '  u  :  '  F  2  Max. 
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CMax.  Speak,  or  your  filence  more  my  rage  will  move ; 
’Twill  argue,  that  you  rival  me  in  Love. 

Tor.  Can  you  believe  that  my  ambitious  Flame 
Should  mount  lo  high  as  'Berenice's  name  ? 

tJWax.  Your  guiltdaresnot  approach  what  it  would  hide  * 
But  draws  me  off,  and  (Lapwing-dike)  flies  wide. 

’Tis  not  my  Wife,  but  Miftrefs 1  you- adore  : 

Though  that  affronts,  yet  this  offends  me  more. 

Who  courts  my  Wife - - - - 

Does  to  my  Honour  more  injurious  prove  *, 

But  he  who  courts  my  Miftris,  wrongs  my  Love.’ 

Tor .  Th’  /Egyptian  Princefs  ne’r  could  move  my  heart 
Max.  You  could  not  perifh  by  a  nobler  Dart. 

Tor.  Sir,  I  prefume  not  Beauties  to  compare : 

But  in  my  eye  my  Princefs  is  as  fair. 

kMax.  Your  Princefs !  then  it  feems,  though  you  deny 
Her  Name  you  love,  you  owne'her  Quality. 

Tor.  Though  not  by  Birth  or  Title  fo  j  yet  (he 
Who  rules  my  heart,  a  Princefs  is  to  me. 

isMax.  No,  No — — • 

’Tis  plain  that  word  you  unawares  did  ufe,  > 

And  told  a  truth  which  now  you  .would  excufe. 

Befides  my  Wife  and  Miftris,  here  are  none 
Who  can  the  Title  of  a  Princefs  owne. 

Tor.  There  is  one  more - . — — — 1 

Your  Daughter,  Sir:  let  that  your  doubt  remove. 

*JMax.  But  flie  is  not  that  Princefs  whom  you  love. 

Tor.  I  nam’d  not  love,  though  it  might  doubtful  feem  \ 
She’s  fair  j  and  is  that  Princefs  I  efteern. 

*jMax.  Go,  and  to  paflion  your  efteern  improve, 

While  I  command  her  to  receive  your  Love. 


Por. 


Enter  S.  Catharine. 


S.  Catb.  I  come  not  now  as  Captive  to  your  pow’r, 
To  beg  j  but  as  high  Heaven’s  Ambaffadour, 

The  Laws- of  my  Religion  to  fulfill : 

Htav’n  fends  me  to  return  you  Good  for  ill. 

Youi  Emprefs  ro  your  Love  I  would  reftore  * 

And  to  your  Mind  the  Peace  it  had  before. 

ijlfax.  While  in  anothers  Nameyou  Peace  declare, 
Princefs,  you  in  your  own  proclaim  a  War.  - 
Y'our  too  great  pow’r  does  your  defign  oppofe 
You  make  thofe 'Breaches  which  you  ftrive  to  clofe. 


S.  Catbi 
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S.Cath.  That  little  Beauty  which  too  much  you  prize, 
Seeks  not  to  move  your  Heart,  or  draw  your  Eyes : 

Your  love  to  Berenice  is  due  alone : 

Love,  like  that  pow’r  which  I  adore,  is  one. 

When  fixt  to  one,  it  fafe  at  Anchor  rides. 

And  dares  the  fury  of  the  Winds  and  Tides: 

But  iofing  once  that  hold,  to  the  wide  Ocean  born. 

It  drives  away  at  will,  to  every  Wave  a  fcorn. 

zJZfax.  If  to  new  perfons  I  my  Love  apply, 

The  Stars  and  Nature  are  in  fault,  not  I : 

My  Loves  are  like  my  old  Praarorian  Bands, 

Whole  Arbitrary  Pow’r  their  Prince  Commands } 

I  can  no  more  make  Paflion  come  or  go, 

Than  you  can  bid  your  Nilas  ebb  or  flow. 

’Tis  lawlefs,  and  will  love,  and  where  it  lift: 

And  that’s  no  fin  which  no  Man  can  refift  : 

Thofe  who  impute  it  to  me  as  a  Crime, 

Would  make  a  God  of  me  before  my  time. 

,  S.  Catb.  A  God,  indeed,  after  the  Roman  Style, 

An  Eagle  mounting  from  a  kindled  Pile  : 

But  you  may  make  your  felf  a  God  below  : 

For  Kings  who  rule  their  own  defires  are  fo. 

You  roam  about,  and  never  are  at  reft  $ 

By  new  defires,  that  is,  new  Torments,  ftill  pofleft. 
Qualm ilh  and  loathing  all  you  had  before ; 

Yet  with  a  fickly  appetite  to  more. 

As  in  a  Fev’rilh  Dream  you  ftill  drink  on  *  , 

And  wonder  why  your  thirft  is  never  gone. 

Love,  like  a  Ghoftly  Vifion,  haunts  your  mind  \ 

’Tis  ftill  before  you  what  you  left  behind. 

Max.  How  can  I  help  thofe  faults  which  Nature  made  i 
My  Appetite  is  fickly  and  decay’d, 

And  you  forbid  me  change  (the  fick  Mans  eafe) 

Who  cannot  Cure,  muft  humour  his  Difeafe. 

S.  Cath.  Your  Mind  Ihouid  firft  the  Remedy  begin ; 

You  feek  without,  the  Cure  that  is  within. 

The  vain  Experiments  you  make  each  day, 

To  find  content,  ftill  finding  it  decay, 

Without  attempting  more,  fiiould  let  you  fee 
That  you  have  fought  it  where  it  ne’re  could  be. 

But  when  you  place  your  Joyes  on  things  above, 

You  fix  the  wand’ring  Planet  of  your  Love  : 

Thence  you  may  fee  ' 
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Poor  humane  kind  all  daz’d  in  open  day, 

Err  after  Blifs,  and  blindly  mifs  their  way  ; 

The  greateft  happinefs  a  Prince  can  know. 

Is  to  love  Heav’n  above,  do  good  below. 

To  them  Berenice,  and  Attendants. 

Ber.  That  happinefs  may  Berenice  find, 

Leaving  thefe  empty  Joyes  of  Earth  behind : 

‘  And  this  frail  Being,  where  fo  fhort  a  while 
Th’  unfortunate  lament,  and  profp’rous  finite. 

Yet  a  few  dayes,  and  thofe  which  now  appear 
In  Youth  and  Beauty,-  like  the  blooming  Year, 

In  life’s  fweet  Scene  fhall  change  *,  and  cares  fhall  come, 

And  heavy  Age,  and  Death’s  relentlefs  doom. 

S.  Cath.  Yet  Man,  by  pleafures  leeks  that  Fate  which  he  would  fhun ; 
And,  fuck’d  in  by  the  ftream,  does  to  the  Whirl-Pool  run. 

CMax.  How,  Madam,  are  you  to  new  ways  inclin’d  ?  ET o  Ber. 

I  fear  the  Chriftian  Seft  perverts  your  mind. 

Ber.  Yes,  Tyrant,  know  that  1  their  Faith  embrace, 

And  own  it  in  the  midft  of  my  difgrace. 

That  Faith,  which  abjefl:  as  it  feems  to  thee. 

Is  Nobler  than  thy  Purple  Pageantry  *, 

A  Faith,  which  ftill  with  Nature  is  atftrife*. 

And  looks  beyond  it  to  a  future  life. 

A  Faith,  which  vicious  Souls  abhor  and  fear, 

Becaufe  it  fhews  Eternity  too  near. 

And  therefore  every  one  - - - 

With  feeming  fcorn  of  it  the  reft  deceives :  \ 

All  joining  not  to  own  what  each  believes. 

S.  Cath.  O  happy  Queen !  whom  Pow’r  leads  not  aftray, 

Nor  Youth’s  more  powerful  bland ifhments  betray. 

Ber.  Your  Arguments  my  reafon  firfl  inclin’d. 

And  then  your  bright  Example  fix’d  my  mind. 

nJMax,  With  what  a  holy  Emprefs  am  l  bleft, 

What  fcorn  of  Earth  dwells  in  her  Heav’nly  breftl 
My  Crown’s  too  mean ;  but  he  whom  you  adore, 

Has  one  more  bright,  of.  Martyrdom  in  ftore. 

She  dies,  and  I  am  from  the  Envy  freed  :  £  Afide . 

She  has,  I  thank  her,  her  own  Death  decreed; 

No  Souldier,  now,  will  in  her  refcue  flit ; 

Her  Death  is  but  in  complaifance  to  her. 

I’ll  hafte  to  gratify  her  holy  Will ; 

Heav’n  grant  her  Zeal  may  but  continue  ftill-. 


The^OYJL  MAQLTY% 


To  Val.  Tribune,  a  Guard  to  feize  the  Enaprefs  ftraic, 

Secure  her  perfon  Pris’ner  to  the  State.  [ Ex .  Maxim. 

Val  going  to  her.  Madam,  believe  ’tis  with  regret  I  come 
To  execute  my  angry  Prince’s  doom. 


* 

Enter  Porphyrius. 


Tor.  What  is  it  I  behold  !  Tribune,  from  whence 
Proceeds  this  more  than  barbarous  infolence  > 
pal.  Sir,  I  perform  the  Emperour’s  Commands. 

For.  Villain,  hold  off  thy  facrilegious  hands, 

Or  by  the  Gods - retire  without  reply : 

And,  if  he  asks  who  bid  thee,  fay  ’twas  I. 

^Valerius  retires  to  a  distance* 
Ber.  Too  generoufly  your  fafety  you  expofe 
Tafaveone  moment  her  whom  you  muftlofe. 

Per.  ’Twixt  you  and  death  ten  thoufand  lives  there  (land  \ 

Have  Courage,  Madam,  the  Pratorian  Band 
Will  all  oppofe  your  Tyrants  Qruelty* 

S.  Cath.  And  I  have  Heav’n  implor’d  fhe  may  not  die. 

As  fome  to  witnofs  Truth,  Heav’ns  call  obey ;  ' 

So  fome  on  Earth  muft,  to  confirm  it,  flay. 

Por.  What  Faith,  what  Witnefs  is  it  that  you  name  ? 

Ber.  Knowing  what  file  believes,  my  Faiths  the  fame. 

Por,  How  am  I  crols’d  what  way  foe’re  I  go ! 

To  the  unlucky  every  thing  is  fo. 

Now,  Fortune,  thou  haft  Ihewn  thy  utmoft  fpight : 

The  Souldiers  will  not  for  a  Chriftian  fight. 

And,  Madam,  all  that  I  can  promife  now, 

Is  but  to  die  before  Death  reaches  you. 

Ber.  Now  Death  draws  near,  a  ftrange  perplexity 
Creeps  coldly  on  me,  like  a  fear  to  die: 

Courage,  uncertain  Dangers  may  abate  \ 

But  who  can  bear  th’  approach  of  certain  Fate  ? 

S.  Cath.  The  wifeft  and  the  beft  fome  fear  may  (hew  $ 

And  wifh  to  ftay,  though  they  refolve  to  go. 

Ber.  As  fome  faint  Pilgrim  (landing  on  the  fhore, 

Fir  ft  views  the  Torrent  he  would  venture  o’re  ; 

And  then  his  Inn  upon  the  farther  ground, 

Loth  to  wade  through,  and  lother  to  go  round : 

Then  dipping  in  his  Staff  do’s  trial  make, 

How  deep  it  is  •,  and,  fighing,  pulls  it  back , 

Sometimes  refolv’d  to  fetch  his  leap  •,  and  then  ’  * 

Runs  to  the  Bank,  but  there  (tops  fhort  agen , 
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So  I  at  once  — - - 

Both  Heav’hly  Faith,  and  humane  Fear  obey  \ 

And  feel  before  me  in  an  unknown  way. 

For  this  bleft  Voyage  1  with  Joy  prepare  * 

Yet  am  alham’d  to  be  a  ftranger  there. 

S.  Cath.  You  are  not  yet  enough  prepar’d  to  die  : 

Earth  hangs  too  heavy  for  your  Soul  to  flie. 

For.  One  way  (and  Heav’n,  I  hope,  infpires  my  mind) 

I  for  your  fafety  in  this  ftraight  can  find : 

But  this  fair  Queen  muft  farther  my  intent. 

S.  Cath .  Name  any  way  your  Reafon  can  invent. 

For.  to  Ber.  Though  your  Religion  (which  I  cannot  blame, 
Becaufe  my  fecret  Soul  avows  the  fame) 

Has  made  your  Life  a  forfeit  to  the  Laws, 

The  Tyrant  new-born  PalTion  is  the  caufe. 

Were  this  bright  Princefs  once  remov’d  away, 

Wanting  the  food,  the  flame  would  foon  decay. 

And  I’ll  prepare  a  faithful  Guard  this  night 
T’  attend  her  perfon,  and  fecure  her  flight. 

Ber r  to  S.  Cath.  By  this  way  I  (hall  both  from  Death  be  freed, 
And  you  unforc’d  to*any  wicked  Deed. 

S.  Cath.  Madam,  my  thoughts  are  with  themfelves  at  ftrife  $ 
And  Heav’n  can  witnefs  howl  prize  your  Life: 

But  ’tis  a  doubtful  Conflict  1  mull  try 
Betwixt  ray  Pity  and  my  Piety. 

Staying,  your  precious  Life  I  mult  expofe : 

Going,  my  Crown  of  Martyrdom  I  lofe. 

For.  Your  equal. choice  when  Heav’n  does  thus  divide, 

You  fhould,  like  Heav’n,  ftill  lean  on  Mercy’s  fide. 

S.  Cath.  The  Will  of  Heav’n,  judg’d  by  a  private  Breft, 

Is  often  what’s  our  private  intereft. 

And  therefore  thole,  who  would  that  Will  obey, 

Without  their  int’reft  muft  their  Duty  weigh. 

As  for  my  feif,  I  do  not  Life  defpife  ; 

But  as  the  greateft  gift  of  Nature  prize. 

My  Sex  is  weak,  my  fears  of  Death  are  ftroDg  j 
And  whate’re  is,  its  Being  would  prolong. 

Were  there  no  fling  in  Death,  for  me  to  die, 

Would  not  be  Conqueft,  but  ftupidity. 

But  if  vain  Honour  can  confirm  the  Soul, 

And  fenfe  of  fhame  the  fear  of  Death  controul, 

How  much  more  then  fnould  Faith  uphold  the  Mind, 

Which,  fhewing  Death,  fhews  future  Life  behind  ? 
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Ter.  Of  Death’s  contempt  Heroick  Proofs  you  give  : 

But,  Madam,  let  my  weaker  Vertue  live.  .. 

Your  Faith  may  bid  you  your  own  life  refign  *, 

But  not  when  yours  muft  be  involv’d  with  mine.' 

Since,  then,  you  do  not  think  me  fit  to  dye, 

Ah,  hosv  can  you  that  Life  I  beg,  deny ! 

S.  Cath.  Heav’n  does  in  this  my  greateft  trial  make, 

When  I  for  it,  the  care  of  you  forfake.  c 

But  I  am  plac’d  as  on  a  Theatre,  } 

Where  all  my  Adis  to  all  Mankind  appear,  > 

To  imitate  my  conftancy  or  fear.  ) 

Then,  Madam,  judge  what  courfe  I  Ihould  purfue, 

When  I  muft  either  Heav’n  forfake,  or  you. 

Tor.  Were  faving  Berenice's  Life  a  fin, 

Heav’n  had  (hut  up  your  Flight  from  Maximin. 

S.  Cath .  Thus  with  fiiort  Plummets  Heav’ns  deep  Will  we  found. 
That  vaft  Abyfs  where  humane  Wit  is  drown’d  ! 

In  our  fmall  Skiff  we  muft  not  launch  too  far  \ 

We  here  but  Coafters,  not  Difcov’rers  are. 

Faith’s  neceflary  Rules  are  plain  and  few; 

We  many,  and  thofe  needlefs  Rules  purfue  : 

Faith  from  our  hearts  into  our  heads  we  drive ; 

And  make  Religion  all  Contemplative. 

You,  on  Heav’ns  Will  may  witty  Gloffes  feign ; 

But  that  which  I  muft  pradtife  here,  is  plain : 

If  the  All-great  Decree  her  Life  to  fpare. 

He  will,  the  means,  without  my  Crime  prepare.  [Sxit  S.  Cath. 

Tor .  Yet  there  is  one  way  left !  it  is  decreed  / 

To  fave  your  Life,  that  Maximin  fliall  bleed. 

’Midft  all  his  Guards  I  will  his  Death  purfue, 

Or  fall  a  Sacrifice  to  Love  and  you. 

Ter.  So  great  a  fear  of  Death  I  have  not  fhown. 

That  I  would  fhed  his  Blood  to  fave  my  own. 

My  fear  is  but  from  humane  frailty  brought, 

And  never  mingled  with  a  wicked  thought. 

Tor.  *Tis  not  a  Crime,  fince  one  of  you  muft  dye  j 
Or  is  excus’d  by  the  neceffity. 

Ber.  I  cannot  to  a  Husband’s  Death  confent ; 

But,  by  revealing,  will  your  Crime  prevent : 

The  horrour  of  this  Deed - - — » 

Againft  the  fear  of  Death  has  arm’d  my  mind ; 

And  now  lefs  guilt  in  him  than  you  1  find : 

If  I  a  Tyrant  did  deteft  before^ 

I  hate  a  Rebel  and  a  Traytor  more  : 
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Ungrateful  mam  . 

Remember  whofe  Suceeffbr  thou  art  made, 

And  then  thy  Benefactors  Life  invade. 

Guards  to  your  Charge,  1  give  your  Pris’ner  back : 

And  will  from  none  but  HeaVen  my  fafety  take. 

Exit  with  Valerius  and  Guards* 


r  Tor.  folus.^  ’Tistrue,  what‘fte  has  often  urg’d  before  ; 
He’s  both  my  Father  and  my  Emperour  ! 

O  Honour,  how  can’ll  thou  invent  a  way 
To  fave  my  Queen,  and  not  my  Trull:  betray  l 
Unhappy  I,  that  e’re  he  trufted  me ! 

As  well  his  Guardian- Angel  may  his  Murd’rer  be. 

And  yet -  let  Honour,  Faith,  and  Venue  Hie, 

But  let  not  Love  in  Berenice  die. 

She  lives !- - 

That’s  put  beyond  DifpUte,  as  firm  as  Fate  : 

Honour  and  Faith  let  Argument  debate. 


Enter  Maximin  and  Valerius  talking  and  Guards. 


Max.  ’Tis  faid  ;  but  I  am  loth  to  think  it  true,  £To  Forplv 

That  my  late  Orders  were  contemn’d  toy  you : 

That  Berenice  from  her  Guards  you  freed. 

Tor.  I  did  it,  and  1  glory  in  the  Deed. 

Max .  How,  glory  my  Commands  to  difobey  ! 

Tor.  When  thofe  Commands  would  your  Renown  toetray. 
vJtfax.  Who  Ihould  be -Judge  of  that  Renown  you  name 
But  I?  -  ' 

Tor.  . - Yes  1,  and  all  who  love  your  Fame, 

Max .  Torphyrius ,  your  Replies  are  infolent. 

Tor.  Sir,  they  are  juft,  and  for  *yinir  fervice  meant. 

If,  for  Religion,  you  *our  Lives  will  take  ; 

You  do  not  the  Offenders  ffnd,  but  make. 

All  Faiths  are  to  their  own  Believers  juft*. 

For  none  believe,  becaufe  they  will,  but  muft. 

Faith  is  a  force  from  which  there’s  no  defence  y, 

Becaufe  the  Reafon  it  does  firft  convince,  * 

And  Reafon  Confidence  into  Fetters  brings  *, 

And  Confidence  is  without  the  pow’r  of  Kings. 

Max.  Then  Confidence  is  a  greater  Prince-than  I  : 

At  whofe  each  erring  Call,  a  King  may  dye; 

Who  Conficience  leaves  to  its  own  free  Command, 

Puts  the  worft  Weapon  in  a  Rebel’s  hand. 
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For,  Its  Empire,  therefore,  Sir,  fliould  bounded  be  ; 
And  but  in  Ads  of  its  Religion  free : 

Thofe  who  ask  Civil  Pow’r  and  Confcience  too, 

Their  Monarch  to  his  own  Deftru&ion  woo. 

With  needful  Arms  let  him  fecure  his  Peace  5 
Then,  that  wild  Bead  he  fafely  may  releafe. 

Max.  I  can  forgive  thefe  Liberties  you  take. 

While  but  my  Counfellour  your  felf  you  make  : 

But  you  firft  ad  your  fence,  and  then  advife  : 

That  is,  at  my  expence  you  will  be  wife. 

My  Wife,  I  for  Religion  do  not  kill ; 

But  Ihe  lhall  dye — becaufe  it  is  my  Will.1 

For.  Sir,  I  acknowledge  I  too  much  have  done  5 
And  therefore  merit  not  to  be  your  Son : 

I  render  back  the  Honours  which  you  gave ; 

My  Liberty’s  the  only  Gift  1  crave. 

Max.  You  take  too  much :  —but  e’re  you  lay  it  down. 
Confider  what  you  part  with  in  a  Crown: 

Monarchs  of  Cares  in  Policy  complain, 

Becaufe  they  would  be  pity’d  while  they  reign  ; 

For  dill  the  greater  troubles  they  cenfefs. 

They  know  their  Pleasures  will  be  envy’d  left. 

For.  Thofe  Joys  I  neither  envy  nor  admirq ; ; \ 

But  beg  1  from  the  Troubles  may  retired 
Max .  What  Soul  is  this  which  Empire  cannot  dir ! 
Supine  and  tame  as  a  Philofopher  ! 

Know  then,  thou  wert  adopted  to  a  Throne, 

Not  for  thy  fake  fo  much  as  for  my  own. 

My  thoughts  were  once  about  thy  Death  at  drife  mx  - 
And  thy  Sueceffion’s  thy  Reprieve  for  Life. 

For.  My  Life  and  Death  are  dill  within  your  pow’r  : 

But  your  Succefiion  I  renounce  this  hour. 

Upon  a  Bloody  Throne  I  will  not  fit; 

Nor  fhare  the  guilt  of  Crimes  which  you  commit 
Max.  If  you  are  not  my  Cafar,  you  mud  dye. 

For.  I  take  it  as  the  nobler  Deftiny. 

Max.  I  pity  thee,  and  would  thy  faults  forgive : 

But  thus  prefuming  on,  thou  cand  not  live. 

For.  Sir,  with  your  Throne  your  pity  1  redore  $ 

I  am  your  Foe*,  nor  will  I  ufe  it  more. 

Now  all  my  Debts  of  Gratitude  are  paid, 

I  cannot  truded  be,  nor  you  betray’d 
fJUax.  Stay,  day !  in  threat’ning  me  to  be  my  Fo?, 

You  give  me  warning  to  conclude  you  fo. 
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Thou  to  fucceed  a  Monarch  in  his  Seat ! 

Enter  Placidius. 


No,  Fool,  thou  art  too  honeft  to  be  Great ! 

Placidius,  on  your  life  this  Pris’ner  keep  : 

Our  enmity  (hall  end  before  I  fleep.  . 

Placid.  I  (till  am  ready,  Sic,  whene’r  you  plea fe.  [To  Porj>h. 

To  do  you  fuch  fmall  Services  as  thefe. 

Max.  The  fight  with  which  my  eyes  (hall  firft  be  fed, 

Muft  be  my  Emprefs,  and  this  Traytor’s  Head. 

For.  Where  e’r  thou  ftand’ft,  1*11  level  at  that  place 
My  gufhing  Bloud,  and  fpout  it  at  thy  face. 

Thus,  not  by  Marriage,  we  our,  Blood  will  join.: 

Nay  more,  my  Arms  (hall  throw  my  Head  at  thine.  [Exit  guarded. 

Max.  There:  go  Adoption — I  have  now  decreed,. 

That  Maximin  (hall  Maximin  fucceed  :■ 

Old  as  I  am,  in  pleafures  I  will  try 
To  wafte  an  Empire  yet  before.  I  d ye  ^ 

Since  Life  is  fugitive,  and  wilkfldt  flay,  \  , 

I’ll  make  it  flie  more  pleafantly  away.  ;  [Exit. 
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Valeria,  Placidius.. 


Pal.  TF,  as  you  fay,  you  filcntly  have  been 

A  So  long  my  Lover,  let  my  pow’r  be  feen  : , 

One  hours  difcourfe  before  Porphyrias  dye,  £ 

Is  all  I  ask,  and  you  too  pay  be  by. 

Placid  I  muft  not  break 

.  j  .  */  *  ..  ^  * 

The  Order,  which  the  Emperour  did  fign. 

Pal.  Has  then  his  hand  more  pow’r  with  you  than  mine  ? 
Placid.  This  hand  if  given,  would  far  more  pow’rful  be. 
Than  all  the  Monarchs  of  the  World  to  me  : 

But  ’tis  a  Bait  which,  would  my  heart  betray  , 

And,  when  I’m  faft,  will  foon  be  fnatch’d  away. 

Pal.  O  fay  not  fo,  for  I  (hall  ever  be 
Oblig’d  to  him  who  once  obliges  me. 

Placid .  Madam,  I’ll  wink,  and  favour  your;  deceit : 

But  know,  fair  Coz’ner,  that  I  know  the  Cheat : 

Though  to  thefe  Eyes  1  nothing  can  refufe, 

I’ll  not  the.  merit  of  my  ruine  lofe: 


-  I 

The  %OVAL  mA%T?% 


It  is  enough  I  fee  the  hook,  and  bite : 

But  firft  I’ll  pay  my  death  with  my  delight.  [_KiJfes  her  hand,  and  Exit, 
Val.  What  can  I  hope  from  this  fad  interview  ! 

And  yet  my  brave  deflgn  I  will  purfue. 

By  many  fignslhave  myRival  found  : 

But  fortune  him,  as  deep  as  me,  does  wound. 

For,  if  he  loves  the  Emprefs,  his  fad  Fate 
More  moves  my  pity,  than  his  fcorn  my  hate. 

To  her  Placidius  with  Porphyriu9. 

Placid.  I  am,  perhaps,  the  firft 
Who  forc’d  by  Fate,  and  in  his  own  defpite, 

Brought  a  lov’d  Rival  to  his  Miftris  fight. 

Val.  But,  in  revenge,  let  this  your  comfort  be, 

That  you  have  brought  a  man  who  loves  not  me. 

However,  lay  your  caufelefs  envy  by } 

He  is  a  Rival  who  muft  quickly  die. 

Por.  And  yet  I  could  with  lefs  concernment  bear 
That  death  of  which  you  fpeak,  than  fee  you  here. 

So  much  of  guilt  in  my  refufal  lies, 

That,  Debtor-like,  I  dare  not  meet  your  eyes.  / 

Val.  I  do  not  blame  you  if  you  love  elfe- where :  • 

And,  would  to  Heav’n,  I.  could  your  fufl’rings  bear  ^ 

Or  once  again  could  feme  new  way  invent 
To  take  upon  my  felf  your  punilhment : 

I  fent  for  you,  to  let  you  know  that  (till 
(Though  now  I  want  the  pow’r)  I  have  the  will. 

Placid ,  Can  all  this  Ocean  of  your  kindnefs  be 
pour’d  upon  him,  and  not  one  drop  on  me  ? 

Val.  ’Tis  pour’d ;  but  falls  from  tUs  ungrateful  man* 

Like  drops  of  water  from  a  rifing  Swan. 

Upon  his  breaft  no  fign  of  wet  remains  \ 

He  bears  his  Love  more  proudly  than  his  Chains.' 

Por.  Thisthanklefs  man  his  death  will  fbon  remove, 

And  quickly  end  fo  undeferv’d  aLove. 

Val.  Unthankful  as  you  are,  I  know  not  why, 

But  ftill  Hove  too  well  to  fee  you  die. 

Placidius ,  can  you  love,  and  fee  my  grief. 

And  for  my  fake  not  offer  fome  relief  ? 

Placid.  Not  all  the  Gods  his  ruine  (hall  prevent  y 
Your  kindnefs  does  but  urge  his  punilhmerir. 

Befides,  what  can  I  for  his  fafety  do  ? 

He  has  declar’d  himfelf  your  Father’s  Foe. 

Val.  Give  out  he  is  efcap’d,  and  fet  him  free ; 

And,  if  you  pleafe,  lay  all  the  fault  cn  me* 
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Tori  O  do  not  on  thofe  terms  my  freedom  name : 

Freed  by  your  danger  I  fhould  die  with  (hame. 

Placid.  I  mull:  not  farther  by  your  Prayers  be  won :  [To  her. 

AU  I  could  do  I  have  already  done. 

.  Val.  To  bring  Pcrphyrm  only  to  my  fight, 

Was  not  to  (how  your  pity,  but  your  fpight : 

Would  you  but  half  oblige  her  you  adore? 

You  (hould  not  have  done  this,  or  (hould  do  more. 

Placid.  Alas,  what  hope  can  there  be  left  for  me. 

When  I  muft  fink  into  the  Mine  1  fee  > 

My  Heart  will  fall  before  you,  if  I  ftay  \ 

Each  word  you  fpeak  Taps  part  of  it  away - 

- Yet  all  my  Fortune  on  his  Death  is  fet : 

And  he  may  love  her,  though  he  loves  not  yet. 

He  muft  —  and  yet  (he  fayes  he  muft  not  die; 

O,  if  I  could  but  wink,  I  could  deny. 

To  them  Albinus. 

crflb.  The  Emperour  expedts  your  Pris’nef  ftrait : 

And,  with  impatience,  for  his  death  does  wait. 

Placid.  Nay,  then  it  is  too  late  my  Love  to  weigh.  [Sxit  Alb. 
Your  Pardon,  Madam,  if  I  muft  obey. 

Tor.  I  am  prepar’d,  he  (hall  not  long  attend. 

Val.  Then  here  my  Pray’rs,  and  my  fubmiffions  end. 

Placidius  know,  that  hour  in  which  he  dies. 

My  Death  (fowell  I  love)  (hall  wait  on  his. 

Placid.  Ot  Madam,  do  not  fright  me  with  your  Death! 

Val.  My  Life  depends  alone  upon  his  Breath. 

But,  if!  live  in  him,  you  do  not  know 
How  far  my  gratitude  to  you  may  go. 

I  do  not  promife  —  but  it  fo  may  prove, 

That  Gratitude,  in  time,  may  turn  to  Love. 

Try  me - 

Placid.  - - Now  I  confider  it,  I  will  :  [*JMnfing  a  little. 

’Tis  in  your  pow’r  to  fave  him  or  to  kill. 

I’ll  run  the  hazard  to  preferve  his  Life, 

If,  after  that,  you  vow  to  be  my  Wife. 

Val.  Nay,  good  Placidius ,  now  you  are  too  hard  : 

Would  you  do  nothing  but  for  meer  reward  ? 

Like  Ufurers  to  men  in  want  you  prove,.  4 

When  you  would  take  Extortion  for  my  Love. 

Placid.  You  have  concluded  then  that  he  muft  die.  [Going  wfkPorph. 
Val.  O  ftay,  if  no  price  elfe  his  Life  can  buy. 

My  Love  a  ranfome  for  his  Life  I  give :  [Holding  her  Handkerchief 

Let  my  Porphyrias  for  another  live.  before  her  Face. 

/V.- 
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Por.  You  too  much  value  the  fmall  Merchandifc  : 

My  Life’s  o’r  rated,  when  your  Love’s  the  price. 

Enter  Albinus. 


Alb.  I  Tong  have  lift’ned  to  your  generous  ftrife. 

As  much  concern’d  for  brave  Porphyrin  Life. 

For  mine  I  to  his  favour  ow’d  this  day $ 

Which  with  my  future  Service  I  will  pay. 

Placid.  Left  any  your  intended  flight  prevent, 

I’ll  lead  you  firft  the  back  way  to  my  Tent: 

Thence,  in  difguife,  you  may  the  City  gain, 

While  feme  excufe  for  your  eftape  I  feign. 

Val.  Farewel,I  muft  not  fee  you  when  you  part :  [T timing  her  Face  away. 
For  that  Iaft  look  would  break  my  tender  heart. 

Yet  —  let  it  break  — - 1  muft  have  one  look  more :  [Looking  on  him . 

Nay,*  now  I’m  lefs  contented  than  before. 

For  that  laft  look  draws  on  another  too ; 

Which  fure  I  need  not  to  remember  you. 

For  ever  —  yet  I  muft  one  glance  repeat  *, 

But  quick  and  fhort  as  ftarving  people  eat. 

So  much  humanity  dwells  in  your  Breft, 

Sometimes  to  think  on  her  who  loves  you  belt. 

[Goings  he  takes  her  hand  and  kjjfes  it. 
Por.  My  wandring  fteps  where  ever  Fortune  bear, 

Your  memory  I  in  my  Breaft  will  wear. 

Which,  as  a  precious  Amulet  I  ftill 
Will  carry,  my  defence  and  guard  from  ill. 

Though  to  my  former  Vows  I  muft  be  true, 

I’ll  ever  keep  one  Love  entire  for  you. 

That  Love  which  Brothers  with  chafte  Sifters  make: 

And.by  this  Holy  Kifs,  which  now  1  take 

From  your  fair  hand  • - 

This  common  Sun,  which  abfent  both  lhall  fee. 

Shall  ne’r  behold  a  breach  of  Faith  in  me 
V'al.  Go,  go,  my  Death  will  your  fhort  Vows  reftore : 

You’ve  faid  enough,  and  I  can  hear  no  more. 

[ ‘Exit  Valeria  one  way-,  and  Porph.  and  Alb.  another. 
Placid.  Love  and  good  Nature,  bow  do  you  betray  ! 

Mifleading  thofe  who  fee  and  know  their  way  ! 

I,  whom  deep  Arts  of  State  could  ne’r  beguile, 

Have  fold  my  felf  to  ruine  for  a  fmile. 

Nay,  !  am  driven  fo'Iow,  that  I  muft  take 
That  fmile,  as  Alms,  giv’n  for  my  Rival’s  fake. 


Enter 
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Enter  Maximin  talking  with  Valerius. 

<l Max.  And  why  w?as  I  not  told  of  this  before  } 

Val.  Sir,  file  this  Evening  landed  on  the  Ihore.  m 
For  with  her  Daughter  being  Prisoner  made, 

She  in  another  Veflel  was  convey’d. 

\  zJtfax.  Bring  hither  the  Egyptian  Princefs  ftrait.  [To  Placid. 

And  you,  Valerias  on  her  Mother  wait.  [Exit  Valerius. 

Placid.  The  Mother  of  th’iEgyptian  Princefs  here  ! 

Max.  Porphyries  Death  I  will  a  while  defer*, 

And  this  new  opportunity  improve 

To  make  my  laft  effort  upon  her  Love -  [Exit  Placid. 

Thofe  who  have  youth  may  long  endure  to  court ; 

But  he  muft  quickly  catch  whofe  Race  is  lhort. 

I  in  my  Autumn  do  my  Siege  begin ; 

And  muft  make  hafte  ere  Winter  comes,  to  win. 

This  hour  —  no  longer  (ball  mv  pains  endure : 

Her  Love  lhall  eafe  me,  or  her  Death  (hall  cure. 

Enter  at  one  "Door  Felicia  and  Valerius,  at  the  other 
>  S.  Catharine  and  Placidius. 

S.  Cath.  O,  my  dear  Mother ! 

Pel  - With  what  joy  I  fee 

My  deareft  Daughter  from  the  Tempeft  free. 

S.  Cath.  Dearer  than  all  the  joys  vain  Empire  yields. 

Or  than  to  youthful  Monarchs  conquer’d  Fields. 

Before  you  came - my  Soul 

All  fill’d  with  Heav’n  did  Earthly  Joys  difdain, 

But  you  puli  back  fome  part  of  me  again. 

Placid.  You  fee,  Sir,  file  can  own  a  joy  below. 

Max.  It  much  imports  me  that  this  truth  I  know. 

Tel.  How  dreadful  Death  does  on  the  Waves  appear  ! 

Where  Seas  we  only  fee,  and  Tempefts  fhear. 

Such  frightful  Images  did.  then  purfue 
My  trembling  Soul,  that  fcarce  I  thought  of  you. 

Placid.  All  Circumfiances  to  your  wifh  combine  *. 

Her  fear  of  Death  advances  your  defign. 

Tel  But  to  that  only  pow’r  we  ferve  I  pray’d, 

Till  he,  who  bid  it  rife,  the  Tempeft  laid. 

Max.  You  are  a  Chriftian  then  !  [To  Felicia,’ 

For  Death  this  very  hour  you  muft  prepare  :  •  ,  vJ 

I  have  decreed  no  Chriftian’s  Life  to  fpare. 

'  -  *  Pel. 
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Fel.  For  Death !  I  hope  you  but  my  Courage  try : 

What  ever  I  believe,  I  dare  not  die. 

Heav’n  does  not,  fure,  that  Seal  of  Faith  require  ; 

Or,  if  it  did,  would  firmer  thoughts  infpire. 

A  Womans  Witnefs  can  no  credit  give 

To  Truths  Divine,  and  therefore  I  would  live.  , 

Max.  I  cannot  give  the  life  which  you  demand  : 

But  that  and  mine  are  in  your  Daughter’s  hand : 

Ask  her,  if  (he  will  yet  her  Love  deny 
And  bid  a  Monarch  and  her  Mother  die. 

Fel .  Now,  mighty  Prince,  you  cancel  all  my  fear : 

My  Life  is  fafe  when  it  depends  on-  her. 

How  can  you  let  me  languid  thus  in  pain !  [To  S .  Cath. 

Make  hade  to  cure  thofe  doubts  which  yet  remain. 

Speak  quickly,  fpeak,  and  eafe  me  of  my  fear.  ~ 

S.  Cath.  Alas,  I  doubt  it  is  not  you  I  hear. 

Some  wicked  Fiend  aflumes  your  Voice  and  Face, 

To  make  frail  Nature  triumph  over  Grace. 

It  cannot  be - 

That  (he  who  taught  my  Childhood  Piety, 

Should  bid  my  riper  Age  my  Faith  deny  : 

That  Ihe  who  bid  my  hopes  this  Crown  purfue, 

Should  fnatch  it  from  me  when  ’tis  juft  in  view. 

Fel .  Peace,  Peace,  too  much  my  Age’s  lhame  you  fhow :  ’ 

How  ealle  ’tis  to  teach !  how  hard  to  do  ! 

My  lab’ring  thoughts  are  with  themfelves  at  ftrife : 

I  dare  not  die,  nor  bid  you  fave  my  life. 

tJMax.  Youmuftdoone,  and  that  without  delay; 

Too  long  already  for  your  Death  I  ftay : 

1  cannot  with  yourfmall  concerns  difpence  \ 

For  Deaths  of  more  importance  call  me  hence. 

Prepare  to  execute  ypur  office  ftrait.  [To  his  Guards* 

Fel.  O  ftay,  and  let  ’em  but  one  minute  wait. 

Such  quick  Commands  for  Death  you  would  not  give, 

If  you  but  knew  how  fweet  it  were  to  live. 

Max.  Then  bid  her  love. 

Fel.  - -  Is  duty  grown  fo  weak,  [To  S.  Cath. 

That  Love’s  a  harder  word  than  Death  to  fpeak  ? 


S.  Cath.  Oh !  . 

Fel.  Miftake  me  not,  I  never  can  approve  [Privately  to  S.  Qfcth, 
A  thing  fo  wicked  as  the  Tyrants  Love. 

I  ask  you  would  but  fome  falfe  promife  give, 

Only  to  gain  me  fo  much  time  to  live; 
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S.  Cath.  That  promife  is  a  ftep  to  greater  fin : 

The  hold  once  loft,  we  feldom  take  agen. 

Each  bound  to  Heav’n  we  fainter  Efiays  make 
Still  lofing  fomewhat  till  we  quite  go  back. 

Max.  Away,  I  grant  no  longer  a  Reprieve. 

Fel.  O  do  but  beg  my  Life,  and  I  may  live.  [To  &.  Cath; 

Have  you  not  fo  much  pity  in  your  Breft  ? 

He  flays  to  have  you  make  it  your  requeft. 

S.  fath.  To  beg  your  Life - 

Is  not  to  ask  a  grace  of  Maximin  : 

It  is  a  filent  bargain  for  a  Sin. 

Could  we  live  always.  Life  were  worth  our  coft  y. 

But  now  we  keep  with  care  what  muft  be  loft. 

Here  we  ftand  Ihiv’ring  on  the  Bank,  and  cry,. 

When  we  Ihould  plunge  into  Eternity. 

One  moment  ends  our  pain  *, 

And  yet  the  fhock  of  Death  we  dare  not  ftand, 

By  thought  fcarce  meafur’d,  and  too  fwifc  for  fand  : 

’Tis  but  becaufe  the  living  death  ne’r  knew, 

They  fear  to  prove  it  as  a  thing  that*s  new. 

Let  me  th’  Experiment  before  you  try, 

I’ll  (how  you  firft  how  ealie  ’tis  to  die. 

Max .  Draw  then  that  Curtain,  and  let  Death  appear,. 

And  let  both  fee  how  eafie  ’twill  be  there. 

The-  Scene  opens ,  and  J hews  the  Wheel, 

Ftl,  Alas,  what  torments  I  already  feel ! 

Max.  Go*  bind  her  Hand  and  Foot  beneath  that  Wheel ; 

Four  of  you  turn  the  dreadful  Engine  round  ^ 

Four  others  hold  her  faft’ned  to  the  ground : .  ^ 

That  by  degrees  her  tender  Breafts  may  feel,. 

Firft  the  rough  ratings  of  the  pointed  fbeel : 

Her  Paps  then,  let  the  bearded  Tenters  flake,  . 

And  on  each  Hook  a  gOFy  Gobbet  take. 

Till  th’  upper  flelh  by  piece- meal  torn  away, : 

Her  beating  Heart  fhall  to  the  Sun  difplay.. 

Fel .  My  deareft  Daughter  at  your  Feet  I  fall*;.  [Kneeling. 

-  Hear,  O  yet  hear  your  wretched  Mothers  call. 

Think,  at  your  Birth,  Ah  think  what  pains.  I  bere, 

And  can  your  Eyes  behold  me  fuffer  more  ? 

You  were  the  Child  which  from  your  Infancy  , 

1  ft  ill  lov’d  Jbeft,  and  then  you  beft  lov’d  me. 

About  my  Neck  your  little  Arms  you  fpred. 

Not  could  you  fleep  without  me  inlhe  Bed  $ 

H  "  But 
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But  fought  my  bofom  when  you  went  to  reft. 

And  all  night  long  would  lie  acrofs  my  breft. 

Nor  without  caufe  did  you  that  fondnels  fhow : 

You  may  remember  when  our  Nik  did  flow  $ 

While  on  the  Bank  you  innocently  flood, 

And  with  a  Wand  made  Circles  in  the  Fioud, 

That  rofe,  and  juft  was  hurrying  you  to  Death, 

When  I,  from  far,  all  pale,  and  out  of  breath. 

Ran  and  rulh’d  in  - - 

And  from  the  Waves  my  floating  pledge  did  bear  ", 

So  much  my  Love  was  ftrocger  than  my  Fear. 

But  you - 

Max.  Woman,  for  thefe  long  tales  your  Life’s  too  ihort ; 

Go,  bind  her  quickly,  and  begin  the  fport. 

*  Fel.  No,  in  her  Arms  my  Sanctuary’s  plac’d :  [ 'Running  to  her  Daughter. 
Thus  I  will  cling  for  ever  to  her  wafte. 

OUax.  What,  muft  my  will  by  Women  be  controll’d  > 

Hafte,  draw  your  Weapons,  and  cut  off  her  hold. 

S.  Cath.  Thus  my  laft  duty  to  you  let  me  pay :  {Kijfing  her  Mother! 
Yet,  Tyrant,  I  to  thee  will  never  pray. 

Though  hers  to  fave  I  my  own  Life  would  give, 

Yet  by  my  fin,  my  Mother  lhall  not  live. 

To  thy  foul  luft  I  never  can  conlent; 

Why  doft  thou  then  defer  my  punilhment  ? 

I  fcorn  thofe  Gods  thou  vainly  doft  adore : 

Contemn  thy  Empire,  but  thy  Bed  abhor. 

If  thou  wouldft  yet  a  bloodier  Tyrant  be, 

I  will  inftruft  thy  rage,  begin  with  me. 

t#fax.  I  thank  thee  that  thou  doft  my  angCr  move  : 

It  is  a  Tempeft  that  will  wreck  my  Love. 

I’ll  pull  thee  hence,  clofe  hidden  as  thou  art, 

{Claps  his  hand  to  his  Brea  ft. 
And  ftand  with  my  drawn  Sword  before  my  Heart. 

Yes,  you  lhall  be  obey’d,  though  I  am  loth. 

Go,  and  while  I  can  bid  you,  bind  ’em  both. 

Go,  bind  ’em  ere  my  fit  of  Love  return : 

Fire  lhall  quench  Fire,  and  Anger  Love  lhall  burn. 

Thus  I  prevent  thofe  Follies  I  Ihould  do  ; 

And  ’tis  the  nobler  Fever  of  the  two. 

Fel.  Torn  piece  by  piece,  alas,  what  horrid  pains! 

S.  Cath.  Heav’n  is  all  Mercy,  who  that  Death  ordains. 

And  that  which  Heav’n  thinks  belt  is  furely  fo : 

But  bare  and  naked,  lhame  to  undergo, 

’Tis  fomewhat  more  than  Death ! 

H  z  -  Expos’d 


Tr^jnmcK  mm**. 


Expos’d  to  lawlefs  Eyes  I  dare  not  be,  ' 

My  modefty  is  facred,  Heav’n,  to  thee. 

Let  not  my  Body  be  the  Tyrant’s  Spoil  \ 

Nor  hands,  nor  eyes  thy  purity  defile. 

Amariel  defcends  fm/tly  with  a  flaming  Sword ,  and  Jlrikes  at  the 
^  Wheel ,  which  breaks  in  pieces  •,  then  he  afcends  again*- 

2[lax.  Is  this  th’  elfeft  of  all  your  boafted  skill  ? 

Thefe  brittle  Toys  to  execute  my  Will  y 
A  Puppet- Ihow  of  Death  I  only  find, 

Where  I  a  ftrong  and  finewy  Pain  defign’d. 

By  what  weak  Infant  was  this  Engine  wrought  ? 

Ik  VaL  From  'Btibilis  the  temper’d  Steel  was  brought : 

Metal  more  tough  the  Anvil  ne’er  did  beat,' 

Nor  from  the  Forge  did. hiding  Waters  heat. 

Placid.  I  faw  a  Youth  defcend  all  Heav’nly  fair, 

Who  in  his  hand  a  flaming  Sword  did  bear, 

And,  Whirlwind-like,  around  him  drove  the  Air. 

At  his  rais’d  Arm  the  rigid  Iron  fhook  5 
And,  bending  backwards,  fled  before  the  ftroke. 

*JMax.  What!  Miracles,  the  tricks  of  Heav’n  to  me  ! 

I’ll  try  if  (he  be  wholly  Iron-free. 

If  not  by  Sword,  then  Ihe  Ihall  dye  by  Fire  ; 

And,  one  by  one,  her  Miracles  I’ll 'tire. 

If  proof  again#  all  kind  of  Deaths  Ihe  be, 

My  Love’s  immortal,  and  Ihe’s  fit  for  me. 

S.Cath.  No,  Heav’n  has  fnown  its  pow’r,  and  now  thinks  fit 
Thee  to  thy  former  fury  to  remit. 

Had  Providence  -my  longer  life  decreed, 

Thou  from,  thy  paflion  hadft  not  yet  been  freed. 

But  Heav’n,  which  fuffer’d  that;  my  Faith  to  prove, 

Now  to  it  felf  does  vindicate  my  Love. 

A  pow’r  controlls  thee -which  thou  doft  not  fee  j 
And  that’s  a  Miracle  it  works  in  thee. 

tJWax.  The  truth  of  this  new  Miracle  we’ll  try 
To  prove  it*  you  mult  take  the  pains  to  dye. 

Bring  me  their  Heads - — 

Pel.  That  mercy.  Tyrant,  thou  deny’#  to  me,  - 
At  thy  laft  breath  may  Heav’n  refufe  to  thee. 

My  fears  are  going,  and  I  Death  can  view  : 

I  fee,  I  fee,  him  there  thy  fteps  purfue. 

And  with  a  lifted  Arm,  and  filent  Pace, 

Stalk  after  thee,  juft  aiming  in  his  Chafe.  ' 

S.  pith.  No  more,  dear  Mother,  ill  in  Death  it  fhows 
Your  Peace  of  Mind  by  rage  to  difcompofe: 

£  No 
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4>  .  *  * 

No  Streak  of  Blood  (the  ReJiques  of  the  Earth) 

Shall  (lain  my  Sbul  in  her  Immortal  Birth  j 

But  fhe  lhall  mount  ail  pure,  a  white,  and  Virgin  mind  \ 

And  full  of  all  that  Peace  which  there  flie  goes  to  find. 

Exeunt  S.  Catharine  and  Felicia,  with  Valerius  and 
Guard*.  The  Sieve  Jbuts.  ; 

Max.  She’s  gone,  and  pull’d  my  heart  firings  as  (he  went. 

Were  penitence  no  lharae,  I  could  repent. 

Yet  *ds  of  bad  Example  (he  fhould  live  ^ 

For  I  might  get  th’ill  habit  to  forgive. 

Thou  foft  Seducer  of  my  heart,  away - - — 

Who  Iingring  would  about  its  Confines  ftay,  > 

To  watch  when  feme  Rebellion  would  begin  \ 

And  ready  at  each  figh  to  enter  in.  v  : 

In  vain  ;  for  thou 

Doll  on  the  outfide  of  the  Body  play, 

And,  when  drawn  nearefi,  (halt  be  whirl’d  away. 

What  ails  me,  that  I  cannot  lofe  thy  thought  ! 

Command  the  Emprefs  hither  to  be  brought  *,  [To  Placidius. 

I  in  her  Death  lhall  fome  diverfion  find, 

And  rid  my  thoughts  at  once  of  Woman-kind. 

Placid,  ajide  ']  ’Trs  well  he  thinks  not  of  Porphyriut  yet.  [Exit* 

CM  ax.  How  hard  it  is  this  beauty  to  forget ! 

My  ftormy  Rage  has  only  (hook  my  Will : 

She  crept  down  tower,  but  Ihe  flicks  there  fiillj* 

Fool  that  I  am  to  ftruggle  thus  with  Love  ! 

Why  fliould  I  that  which  pleafes  me  remove  ? 

True,  Ihe  (hould  d>e,  were  (he  concern’d  alone  5 
But  I  love,  not  for  her  fake,  but  my  own. 

Our  Gods  are  Gods  ’caufe  they  have  pow’r  and  will  \ 

Who  can  do  all  things,  can  do  nothing  ill. 

Ill  is  Rebellion  ’gainft  fome  higher  pow’r : 

The  World  may  fin,  but  not  its  Emperour. 

My  Emprefs  then  lhall  die,  my  Princefs  live  -7 
If  this  be  fin,  I  do  my  felf  forgive. 

[To  him  Valerius. 

Val.  Your  will’s  obey’d  7  for,  mighty  Emperour, 

The  Princefs  and  her  Mother  are  no  more. 

CM  ax.  She  is  not  dead  ! 

Val'.  - - - Great  Sir,  your  will  was  fo. 

Max.  That  was  my  will  of  half  an  hour  ago. 

But  now  ’tis  alter’d  \  I  have  chang’d  her  Fate, 

She  lhall  not  die. 

Val. - Your  pity  comes  too  late. 

-  •  '  Betwixt 
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Betwixt  her  Guards  (he  feem’d  by  Bride-men  led. 

Her  cheeks  with  cheerful  blulhes  were  o’r-fpread, 

When,  fmiling,  to  the  Ax  Ihe  bow’d  her  head. 

Juft  at  the  ftroke— 

ALtherial  Mufick  did  her  death  prepare ; 

Like  joyful  founds  of  Spoufals  in  the  air. 

A  radiant  light  did  her  crown’d  Temples  gild, 

'  And  all  the  place  with  fragrant  fcents  was  fill’d* 

The  Balmy  mift  came  thick’ning  to  the  ground. 

And  Sacred  filence  cover’d  all  around, 

But  when  (its  work  perform’d  )  the  Cloud  withdrew  , 

And  day  reftor’d  us  to  each  others  view, 

I  fought  her  head  to  bring  it  on  my  Spear ; 

In  vain  I  fought  it,  for  it  was  not  there. 

No  part  remain'd  ;  but  from  afar  our  fight 
Difcover’d  in  the  air  long  tracts  of  light 
Of  charming  Notes  we  heard  the  laft  rebounds. 

And  Mufick  dying  in  remoter  founds. 

Max.  And  doft  thou  think 
This  lame  account  fit  for  a  Love-fick  King  > 

Go  —  from  the  other  world  a  better  bring. 

[Kills  him ,  then  fets  his  foot  on  him9  and /peaks  on. 
When  in  my  breft  two  mighty  paflions  ftrove, 

Thou  had’ft  err’d  betterfh  obeying  Love. 

’Tis  true,  that  way  thy  death  had  follow’d  too.  * 

But  I  had  then  been  lefs  difpleas’d  than  now. 

Now  I  muft  live  unquiet  for  thy  fake  •, 

And  this  poor  recompense  is  al  1 1  take.  [  Spur  ns  the  body. 

Here  the  Scene  opens,  and  difcovers  Berenice  on  a  Scaffold,  the  Guards  by 
her ,  and  among (t  them  Porphyrius  and  Albinus,  like  Moors ,  as  all 
the  Guards  are.  Placid ius  enters ,  and  whifpers  the  Emperour  vchilff 
Porphyrius  fpeaks. 

For.  From  Berenice  I  cannot  go  away ; 

But,  like  a  Ghoft,  muft  near  my  Treafure  flay. 

Alb.  Night  and  this  fhape  fecure  us  from  their  eyes. 

For.  Have  courage  then  for  our  bold  enterprife. 

Duty  and  Faith  no  tie  on  me  can  have, 

'  Since  I  renounc’d  thofe  Honours  which  he  gave. 

Max.  The  time  is  come  we  did  fo  long  attend. 

Which  muft  thefe  difcords  of  our  Marriage  end. 

Yet,  Berenice ,  remember  you  have  been 
An  Emprefs,  and  the  Wife  of  Maximin. 

Ber.  I  well  remember  1  have  been  your  Wife ; 

And  therefore,  dying,  beg  from  Heav’n  your  life: 
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Be  all  the  Difcords  of  our  Bed  forgot,' :  A 
Which,  Vertue  witnefs,  I  did  never  fpot. 

What  errours  I  have  made,  though  while  I  live 
You  cannot  pardon,  to  the  dead  forgive. 

t&fax.  How  much  (he  is  to  piety  inclin’d! 

Behead  her  while  (he’s  in  fo  good  a  mind. 

Par.  Srand  firm,  Minus ,  now  the  time  is  come 
To  free  the  Emprefs. 

Alb. - - — And  deliver  Rome.  j 

Tor.  Within  I  feel  my  hot  Blood  iwell  my  heart, 

And  generous  tremblings  in  each  outward  part, 

’Xis  done— Tyrant,  this  is  thy  Iateft  hour. 

Porphyrius  and  Albinus  draw,  and  art  making 
at  the  Emperour. 

Tier.  Look  to  your  felf,  my  Lord  the  Emperour: 

Treafon,  help,  help,  my  Lord  ! 

Maximin  turns  and  defends  himfilf ,  the  Guards  fit  on 
.  Porphyrius  and  Albinus. 

Max.  Difarm  ’em,  but  their  Lives  I  charge  you  fpare. 

t.  After  they  are  difarm* d. 

Unmask ’em,  and  difcover  who  they  are.  ; 

Good  Gods  !  is  it  Porphyrius  whom  I  fee  ? 

Placid.  I  wonder  how  he  gain’d  his  Liberty. 

Max.  Traytor  ! 

Tor . - Know,  Tyrant,  I  can  hear  that  name 

Rather  than  Son,  and  bear  it  with  lefs  fiiame. 

Traytor’s  a  Name,  which,  were  my  Arm  yet  free, 

The  Roman  Senate  would  bellow  on  thee. 

ToBer .•]  Ah,  Madam,  you  have  ruin’d  my  delign, 

And  loft  your  Life  y  for  J  regard  not  mine*!  wood  Ipiesw  r.'V 
Too  ill  a  Miftris,  and  too  good  a  Wifev 
Ber.  It  was  my  Duty  to  preferve  his  life.  M‘  twin 

Max.  Now  I  perceive  £7Y  Porphyrius. 

In  what  clofe  Walk  your  mind  fo  long  did  move  : 

You  fcorn’d  my  Throne,  afpiring  to  her  Love.  ■  •> , 

Ber .  In  Death  I’ll  owne  a  Love  to  him  fo  pure, 

As  will  the  Teft  of  Heav’n  it  felf  endure. 

A  Love  fo  chafte,  as  Confidence  could  not  chide  ^ 

But  cherilh  it,  and  kept  it  by  its  fide. 

A  Love  which  never  knew  a  hot  defire. 

But  flam’d  as  harmlefs  as  a  lambent  Fire. 

A  Love  which  pure  from  Soul  to  Soul  might  pafo, 

As  Light  tranfmitted  through  a  Cryftal  Glafs, . 
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Which  gave  Porpbyriut  all  without  a  fin  j 
Yet  kept  entire  che  Right  of  Maximin. 

eJMax.  The  belt  return  that  1  to  both  can  makej 
Shall  be  to  fuffer  for  each  others  fake. 

Tor.  Barbarian,  do  not  dare,  her  bloud  to  ihed. 

Who  from  my  vengeance  fay’d  thy  curfed  Head. 

A  flight  no  Honour  ever  reach’d  before*  j  • 

And  which  fucceeding  Ages  will  adore. 

Her.  Porphyrins^  I  muft  die ! 

That  common  debt  to  Nature  paid  muft  be  j  . 

But  I  have  left  a  Debt  unpaid  to  thee.  , 

To  Maximin - .  j  'i 

I  bavs  p&rfprm’d  the  doty  of  a:  Wi fey,-:.;  - 
But,  faving  his,  I  caft  away  thy  Lifcv. 

Ah,  what  ill  Stars  upon  opr  Loves  did  thine, 

That  I  am  more  thy  Murd’rec  than  he  mine. 

Max,  Make  hafte.  '  :- 

Tar.  So  hafty  none  in  ExecutioftiaFe*^:  .  i 
But  they  allow  the  dying  time  for  Pray’ri' 

Farewel,  fweet  Saint,  my  Prayer  (hall  be  to  you : 

My  Love  has  been  unhappy,  but  ’fwas  true. 
Remember  me!  Alas,  what  have  lied?  . 

You  muft  die  too !  j  p  .. 

But  yet  remember  me  when  you  are  dead!  i  , 

Ber.  If  I  die  firft,  l  wills — r~  T  /::?!  11. 

Stop  thort  of  Heav’n,  and  wait  you  in  a  GJoud  5 
For  fear  we  Iofe  each  other  in  the  crowd. 

Por.  Love  is  the  only  Coin  in  He%v’n  will;  go. 

Then  take  all  with  yo^;  and  leave  none  below,  rn  ji, 
Her.  ’Tis  want  of  knowledge,  not  of  Lov$,  1  feat* 
Left  we  miftake  when  Bodies  are  not  there^  ;  f 
O  as  a  mark  that  I  could  wear  a  Scroul,  .  tr.Ci 
With  this  Infcription,  Berenice's  Soul. 

Per.  That  needs  not,  fure,  for  none  will  be  fo  bright 
So  pure,  or  with  fo  fmall  allays  of  light... 

Max.  From  my  full,  Eyes  fond  Tears  begin  to  ftart; 
Difpatch,  they  ptaftife  Treafon  on  m:y  Hearty 

Por.  Adieu,  this  Farewel  figh,  I  as>  my  laft  bequeath, 
Catch  it,  ’tis  Love  expiring  in  a  breath.  , 

Ber.  This  figh  of  mine  fhall  meet  it  half  the  way* 

As  pledges  given  that  each  for  other  ftay. 
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Enter  Valeria  and  Cydon.' 


Val.  What  difmal  Scene  of  Death  is  here  prepar’d  ! 

Max .  Now  ftrike.  — .... 

Val.  They  (hall  not  ftrike  till  I  am  heard. 

tjllax.  From  whence  does  this  new  impudence  proceed. 

That  you  dare  alter  that  which  I  decreed  ? 

Val.  Ah,  Sir,  to  what  ftrange  courfes  do  you  fly, 

To  make  your  felf  abhorr’d  for  Cruelty ! 

The  Empire  groans  under  your  bloudy  Reign, 

And  its  vaft  Body  bleeds  in  every  Vein. 

Gafping  and  pale,  and  fearing  more,  it  lies  $ 

And  now  you  ftab  it  in  the  very  Eyes : 

Your  Cafar  and  the  Part’ner  of  your  Bed  \ 
s  Ah  who  can  wifh  to  live  when  they  are  dead  ? 

If  ever  gentle  pity  touch’d  your  Bread: - 

— ~  I  cannot  fpeak, - my  Tears  fliall  fpeak  the  reft. 

{yVeefing  and  fobbing 

For.  She  adds  new  grief  to  what  I  felt  before, 

And  Fate  has  now  no  room  to  put  in  more. 

Max .  Away,  thou  ftiame  and  flander  of  my  bloud.  IXo  Val, 

Who  taught  thee  to  be  pitiful  or  good  ? 

Val.  What  hope  have  I 
The  name  of  Virtue  fhould  prevail  with  him, 

Who  thinks  ev’n  it,  for  which  I  plead,  a  Crime  ? 

Yet  Nature,  fure,  fome  Argument  may  be $ 

If  them  you  cannot  pity,  pity  me. 

Max.  I  will,  and  all  the  World  (hall  judge  it  fo  : 

I  will  th’  excefs  of  pity  to  you  Ihow. 

You  ask  to  fave 

A  dangerous  Rebel,  and  difloyal  Wife, 

And  I  in  mercy - will  not  take  your  Life. 

Val.  You  more  than  kill  me  by  this  Cruelty, 

And  in  their  perfons  bid  your  Daughter  dy. 

I  honour  Berenices  Virtue  much ; 

But  for  Porphyrita  my  love  is  fucb, 

I  cannot,  will  not  live  when  he  is  gone. 

CMax.  I’ll  do  that  Cure  for  you  which  on  my  felf  is  done. 

You  muft,  like  me,  your  Lover’s  Life  remove  \ 

Cut  ofF  your  hope,  and  you  deftroy  your  Lbve, 

If  it  were  hard,  I  would  not  bid  you  try 
The  Med’cine :  but  *tis  but  to  let  him  dy. 
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Yet  Unce  yon  are  fo  foft,  (which  you  call  good) 

And  are  not  yet  confirm’d  enough  in  bloud 
To  fee  his  Death  ; 

Your  frailty  fhalJ  be  favour’d  with  this  grace, 

That  they  fliall  fuffer  in  another  place. 

If  after  they  are  dead,  their  memory, 

By  any  chance  iDto  your  mind  be  brought, 

Laugh,  and  divert  it  with  fome  other  thought. 

Away  with  ’em. 

{Exeunt  Berenice,  Porpbyrius,  Albinus,  carried  off  by  Guards. 
Val.  SincePray’rs  norTears  can  bend  his  cruel  mind,CZ,«^'»£  */if*rPorpb. 
Farewel,  the  beft  and  braveft  of  Mankind  j 
How  I  have  lov’d  Heav’n  knows  *,  but  there’s  a  Fate, 

Which  hinders  me  from  being  fortunate. 

My  Father’s  crimes  hang  heavy  on  my  head, 

And  like  a  gloomy  Cloud  about  me  fpread  ^ 

1  would  in  vain  be  pious,  that’s  a  grace 
Which  Heav’n  permits  not  to  a  Tyrant’s  race. 

Max.  Hence  to  her  Tent  the  Foolilh  Girl  convey. 

Val  Let  me  be  juft  before  I  go  away  : 

TlacidiuSy  I  have  vow’d  to  be  your  Wife; 

Take  then  my  hand,  ’tis  yours  while  I  have  Life. 

One  moment  here,  1  muft  anothers  be : 

But  this  Porphyrins  gives  me  back  to  thee. 

Stabs  her  felf  twice ,  and  then  Placidius  tore  ft* 
the  Dagger  from  her. 

Placid.  Help,  help  the  Princefs,  help! 

Max.  What  rage  has  urg’d  this  ad  which  thou  haft  done  ? 

VaL  Thou,  Tyrant,  and  thy  Crimes  have  pull’d  it  on. 

Theu  who  canft  Death  with  fuch  a  pleafure  fee, 

Now  take  thy  fill,  and  glut  thy  fight  in  me. 

But - I’ll  th’  occafion  of  my  Death  forget  *, 

Save  him  I  love,  and  be  my  Father  yet : 

I  can  no  more - rPorphyrimi  my  dear - 

Cyd.  Alas,  Ihe  raves,  and  thinks  Porphyrins  here. 

Val.  Have  I  not  yet  deferv’d  thee  now  1  die  ? 

Is  Berenice  ftill  more  fair  than  I  > 

Porphyrins^  do  not  fwim  before  my  fight 
Stand  ftill,  and  let  me,  let  me  aim  aright. 

Stand  ftill  but  while  thy  poor  Valeria  dies, 

And  fighs  her  Soul  into  her  Lovers  Eyes. 

* Placid .  She’s  gone  from  Earth,  and  with  her  went  away 
All  of  the  Tyrant  that  deferv’d  to  ftay  : 


{Dies, 
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I’ve  loft  in  her  all  joys  that  life  can  givfe  $ 

And  only  to  revenge  bet  death  would  live  —  Xjesifldel 

(yd.  The  Gods  have  claim’d  her,  and  we  muft  refign. 

Max.  What  had  the  Gods  to  do  with  me  or  mine  ? 

Did  I  moleft  your  Heav’n  ?  — - — 

Why  Ihould  you  then  make  Maximin  your  Foe, 

Who  paid  you  Tribute,  which  he  need  not  do  ? 

Your  Altars  1  with  fmoke  of  Gumms  did  crown : 

For  which  you  lean’d  your  hungry  Noftrils  down : 

All  daily  gaping  for  my  Incenfe  there, 

More  than  your  Sun  could  draw  you  in  a  Year. 

And  you  for  this  thefe  Plagues  bn  me  have  lent  5 
But  by  the  Gods  (by  Maximin  I  meant ) 

Henceforth  I  and  my  World 
Hoftility  with  you  and  yours  declare  : 

Look  to  it,  Gods,  for  you  th’  Aggreflors  are. 

Keep  you  your  Rain  and  Sun-lhine  in  your  Skies, 

And  I’ll  keep  back  my  Flame  and  Sacrifice. 

Your  Trade  of  Heav’n  lhall  foon  be  at  a  ftand, 

And  all  your  Goods  lie  dead  upon  your  hand. 

Placid .  Thus, Tyrant,  fince  the  Gods  th’  Aggrefiors  are,  £ Stabbing  him. 
Thus  by  this  ftroke'they  have  begun  the  War, 

Maximin  ( buggies  with  him,  and  gets  the  Dagger  from  him. 
Max.  Thus  I  return  the  ftrokes  which  they  have  giv’n  tabbing  Placid, 
Thus,  Traitor,  thus ;  and  thus  I  would  to  Heav’n. 

Placid  ius  falls,  and  the  Smperour  flaggers  after  him ,  and 
fits  down  upon  him  \  the  Guards  come  to  help  the  £m- 


perour. 

iJWax.  Stand  off,  and  let  me,  ere  my  ftrength  be  gone. 
Take  my  laft  pleafure  of  revenge,  alone. 


Enter  a  Centurion. 


Cen.  Arm,  Arm,  the  Camp  is  in  a  mutiny  : 

For  Rome  and  Liberty  the  Souldiers  cry. 

Porphyrias  mov’d  their  pity  as  he  went, 

To  refcue  Berenice  from  punishment. 

And  now  he  heads  their  new-attempted  crime. 

Max,  Now  I  am  down,  the  Gods  have  watch’d  their  time. 

You  think - 

To  fave  your  credit,  feeble  Deities  *, 

But  I  will  give  my  felf  the  ftrength  to  rife* 

He  flrives  to  get  tip,  and  being  «/>,  flagger  sa 

•It  wonnot  be  — _ 

-  l  2  My 
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My  Body  has  not  pow’r  ray  Mind  to  bear. 

I  mult  return  again -  and  conquer  here.  QS/>/  down  upon  the  Body, 

My  Coward  Body  does  my  Will  controul  ^ 

FarewU  thou  bafe  Deferter  of  my  Soul. 

I’ll  fhake  this  Carcafs  off,  and  be  obey’d  ; 

Reign  an  Imperial  Ghoft  without  its  aid. 

Go,  Souldiers,  take  my  Enfigns  with  you,  fight, 

And  vanquilh  Rebels  in  your  Sovereign’s  Right : 

Before  I  dye - 

Bring  me  Torphyrius  and  my  Emprefs  dead  \ 

1  would  brave  Heav’n ,  in  my  each  hand  a  Head. 

Placid .  Do  not  regard  a  dying  Tyrant’s  Breath, 

He  can  but  look  revenge  on  you  in  Death. 

Max .  Vanquilh’d,  and  dar’ft  thou  yet  a  Rebel  be  ? 

Thus - 1  can  more  than  look  revenge  on  thee. 

Placid.  Oh,  I  am  gone  ! 

Max .  « - And  after  thee  I  go, 

Revenging  ftill,  and  following  ev’n  to  th’  other  World  my  Blow. 

[Stabs  him  again. 

And  /hoving  back  this  Earth  on  which  I  fit, 

1*11  mount -  and  featter  all  the  Gods  I  hit.  YDies. 

,  .  ;  * 

Enter  Porphyrius,  Berenice,  Albinus,  Souldiers.  Porphyrius  looks 
on  the  Bodies  entring ,  and  {peaks. 

For.  ’Tis  done  before,  (this  mighty  work  of  Fate !) 

And  I  am  glad  our  Swords  are  come  too  late. 

He  was  my  Prince,  and  though  a  bloody  one, 

I  fhould  have  conquer’d,  and  have  mercy  Ihown. 

Sheath  all  your  Swords,  and  ceafe  your  enmitie  j 
They  are  not  Foes,  but  Romans  whom  you  fee. 

Ber.  He  was  my  Tyrant,  but  my  Husband  too  \ 

And  therefore  Duty  will  fome  tears  allow. 

Por.  Placidiui  here ! 

And  fair  Valeria  new  depriv’d  of  Breath  ? 

Wno  can  unriddle  this  dumb  Show  of  Death  ? 

Cyd.  When,  Sir,  her  Father  did  your  Life  deny» 

She  kill’d  her  felf,  that  file  with  you  might  dye. 

Placidius  made  the  Emp’rour’s  Death  his  crime  j 
Who,  dying,  did  revenge  his  Death  on  him. 

fPoryhyrius  kneels,  and  takes  Valeria’s  hand. 
Por.  For  thy  dear  fake,  I  vow  each  Week  I  live, 

■One  Day  to  falling  and  Juft  gtief  I’ll  give : 


YTo  the  Souldiers . 


[Stabs  him  again . 

YDits. 


And 
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And  what  hard  Fate  did  to  thy  Life  deny, 

My  Gratitude  (hall  pay  thy  Memory. 

Cent.  Mean  time  to  you  belongs  th'  Imperial  Pow’r  : 

We  with  one  Voice  falute  you  Emperour. 

Souldiers.  Long  live  Porphyrin /,  Emperour  of  the  Romans. 

Tor.  Too  much,  my  Country-men,  your  love  you  (bow, 

That  you  have  thought  me  worthy  to  be  fo. 

But,  to  requite  that  Love,  I  mud  take  care 
Not  to  engage  you  in  a  Civil  War. 

Two  Emperours  at  Rome  the  Senate  chofe, 

And  whom  they  chufe  no  Roman  fhould  oppofe. 

In  Peace  or  War  let  Monarchs  hope  or  fear  ^ 

All  my  Ambition  lhall  be  bounded  here.  {fwg  Berenice’/  hand. 

Ber.  I  have  too  lately  been  a^Prince’s  Wife, 

And  fear  th*  unlucky  Omen  o?  the  Life. 

Like  a  rich  Velfel  beat  by  Storms  to  Shore, 

’Twere  madnefs  fhould  I  venture  out  once  more. 

Of  glorious  troubles  I  will  take  no  part, 

And  in  no  Empire  reign,  but  of  your  heart. 

Por.  Let  to  the  Winds  your  Golden  Eagles  fly,  {Tp  the  Sohldicrsl 
Your  Trumpets  found  a  bloodlefs  Vi&ory : 

Our  Armes  no  more  let  esfqnilcia  fear,  • 

But  to  her  Gates  our  peaceful  Enflgns  bear. 

While  I  mix  Cyprefs  with  my  Myrtle  Wreath . 

Joy  for  your  Life,  and  mourn  Valerias  Death.  Z^xennt  omnes . 


F  1  NilS. 


I 


Epilogue 

Spoken  by  Mrs  Ellen ,  when  fhe  was  to  be  carried  off 

dead  by  the  Bearers. 

TotheBearer.TT  Old,  are  you  mad ?  you  darned  confounded  Dog , 
1  1  1  am  to  rife ,  and  fpeak  the  Epilogue. 

To  the  Audience]  I  come,  kind  Gentlemen ,  ftrange  News  to  tell  ye , 
1  am  the  Ghoft  of  poor  departed  Nelly. 

Sweet  Ladies,  he  not  frighted,  Vll  he  civil , 

Pm  what  I  was ,  a  little  harm  left  Devil. 

For  after  Death,  we  Sprights  have  juft  fuch  Natures , 

We  had,  for  all  the  World,  when  humane  Creatures  ; 

And  therefore  I,  that  was  an  Affrefl  here. 

Flay  all  my  tricks  in  Hell,  a  Goblin  there . 

Gallants ,  look  to't,  you  fay  there  are  no  Sprights  ; 

But  Pll  come  dance  about  your  Beds  at  Nights, 

And  'faith  you'll  be  in  a  f  met  kind  of  taking. 

When  l  fur  prize  you  between  fleep  and  waking . 

To  tell  you  true ,  I  walk  becaufe  Pdie 
Out  of  my  Calling  in  a  Tragedy . 

0  Poet,  damn'd  dull  Poet ,  who  could  prove 
So  fenfefs,  to  make  Nelly  die  for  Love ; 

Nay,  what's  yet  worfe,  to  kill  me  in  the  prime 
Of  Eafter-Tem,  in  Tart  and  Cheefecake-time ! 

■  Pll  ft  the  Fop,  for -  I'll  mt  one  mrd  fay 
-  T'  excufe  his  godly ,  out  of  fajhion.  Play. 

A  Play,  which  if  you  dare  but  twice  fit  out , 

Tou'll  all  be  ftander  d,  and  be  thought  devout. 

But  farewel,  Gentlemen,  make  hafte  to  me. 

Pm  fire  ere  long  to  have your  Company . 

As  for  my  Epitaph  when  I  am  gone,  r- 

Vll  truft  no  Poet,  but  will  write  my  own.  '  • 

Here  Nelly  lies,  who,  though  fhe  liv’d  a  Slater’n, 

Yet  di’d  a  Frincefs,  afting  in  St.  Cathay7#. 
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Plays  Printed  for  Henry  Herringman,  and  Sold  by  Jofeph 

Kjiigbt  and  Francis  Saunders . 

Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  Plays. 


By  the  Duke  of  Ncw-Caftle . 
H  £  Humorous  Lover. 

The  Triumphant  Widow. 

By  the  Earl  of  Orrery , 
Muftapha,  and  Henry  the  Fifth. 
The  BlackfPrince y  and  Tryphon. 

By  Sir  W.  D'Avenant. 
The  Siege  of  Rhodes,  two  Tarts. 
The  Play  Houfe  to  he  Lett. 

The  Unfortunate  Lovers. 

The  Witts. 

Love  and  Honour. 

The  Law  againft  Lovers . 

The  Fair  Favourite. 

The  eJManls  the  Mafier. 

The  Platonick  Lovers , 

Albovine  King  of  Lombardy. 

The  Juft  Italian. 

The  Cruel  'Brother. 

News  from  Plymouth* 

Difirefiis . 

The  Siege. 

By  Sir  Robert  Howard* 

The  Committee. 

The  Surprifal. 

The  Duke  of  Lerma. 

The  Indian  Queen. 

The  Keftal  Vtrgtn. 

The  Blind  Lady. 

By  Mr.  Wicherly • 

Love  in  a  Wood. 

The  Dancing  Mafier, 


By  Major  Porter. 

The  Tillain. 

The  Carnival.  * 

By  Sir  George  Etherege, 

She  woo'd,  if  Jhe  con'd. 

Love  in  a  Tub. 

|  The  Man  of  Mode ,  or,  Sir  Fopling 
Flutter. 

By  Mr.  Dryden. 
i  The  Dramatick  Effay. 

I  The  Indian  Emperour. 

Tyrannick^Love,  or  the  Royal  Martyr 
The  Mock.Aftrologer. 

Granada ,  two  Barts. 

Sir  Martin  Marr-all. 

Marriage  A  la  mode. 

Love  in  Tfunnery, 

I  All  for  Love. 

The  Maiden  Queen. 

The  Wild  G allant. 

;  The  Rival  Ladies. 

The  Tempefi ,  alter'd  by  him , 
j.  c Amboyna, 
i  Aurenge  Zebe. 

!  The  State  of  Innocence. 

By  Mr.  Shadmll. 

The  Sullen  Lovers. 

The  Humourijl. 

Pfyche. 

The  Virtuofo. 

The  Royal  Shepherdefs , 

Epfom  Wells. 

The, 
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The  Libertine. 

Union  of  Athens  alter'd  by  him. 

* —  ~  By  Mr.  Killigrewl 

The  Princefs ,  ory  Love  at  fir  ft  fight . 
The  Par  fin's  Wedding. 

Claricillia  ^Clarinda,  two  Parts. 
The  Pilgrim, 

Thomaflb,  two  Parts. 

Bellamira’*  Dream,  two  Parts. 
Claricillia. 

The  Prifiners. 

By  Madam  Philips. 

Pompey.  ° 

Horace. 

By  Mr.  Shakejpear. 

Hamlet. 

Macbeth. 

Julius  Casfar. 

By  Mr.  Cowley. 

The  Cutter  o/Coleman-ftreet. 

By  Sir  Charles  Sydly. 

The  Mulberry  Garden. 

By  Sir  Samuel  Tube,  and  feveral 
Perfons  of  Honour. 

The  Adventures  of  five  Hours. 

By  Sir  Brands  Pane. 

Love  in  the  Dark.. 

By  Mr.'  Caril. 

Sir  Salomon. 

By  feveral. 

TheVjurper. 

The  Roman  Emprefs. 

The  Cojfee-Houfc. 

The  Mayor  of  Queenborough. 

The  Womens  Conejuefi. 

The  Amazjon  Queen, 

Sir  Francis  Drake. 

PeleuS  and  Thetis. 


of  Plays,  <&c. 

The  Amorous  Phantafm. 

Loves  Kingdom. 

The  Enchanted  Lovers. 

poetry. 

The  Earl  of  Rofcomrnon’*  Art  of 
Poetry.  _  ; 

The  Earl  of  Orrery  ’*  Poems  on  all 
the  Feafis  and  Fafis. 

Mr.  Cowley’*  Poems. 

The  Lord  Brook’*  Remains, 

Sir  John  Suckling  Poems. 

Sir  John  Denham’*  Poems. 

Mr.  Waller**  Poetps. 

Dr.  Donnbr  Poems. 

Mrs  Katherine  Philips  Poems. 

Sir  Richard  Fanlhaw’*  PafiorFido. 
Sir  Robert  Howard’*  Poems. 

Sir  Thomas  Higgon’*  Poems. 

Mr.  Howard’*  Brittijh  Toenu, 

—  Carew’*  Poems. 

- Cralhaw’*  Poems. 

- Waller’*  Dido  and  iEneas. 

Hero  and  Leander  Burlejque • 

Bifitop  King’*  Poems. 

Broom’*  Horace. 

Horace’*  Odes. 

NOVELS  in  Oftavo. 
Scarron’*  City  'Romance. 

The  Drudge ;  or  the  jealous  extrava¬ 
gant  Loves  of  Charles  Duke  of 
Mantua. 

The  Cimmeriati  Matron ,  a  New  No¬ 
vel  jhewing  the  Wit  and  Subtilty  of 
the  Female  Sex. 

The  Husband  forced  to  be  Jealous. 
Loves  of  great  t^JMen.  '  . 

The  Englijh  Adventures^  by  a  Perfin 
of  Honour. 
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